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Mary Eaton, Famous Stage and 
Screen Beauty 


Maybelline Co., Chicago, lil. 
Gentlemen: 

Having tried many forms of eyelash beautifiers, I 
tingly d “Maybelline” as the best. 

it is harmless, easy to apply, looks natural and its 

instantaneous beautifying effect is truly remarkable. 

Sincerely, 

Mary Eaton. 


AYBELLINE makes scant eyebrows and lashes appear 
naturally dark, long and luxurious. Instantly and unfail- 
ingly the eyes appear larger, deeper and more brilliant. 

The improvement will delight you. 

Maybelline may now be had in either solid form or waterproof 
liquid form. Both forms are absolutely harmless, being used regu- 
larly by beautiful women in all parts of the world. Either form 
may be had in Black or Brown. 75c AT YOUR DEALER'S or 
direct from us, postpaid. Accept only genuine ‘Maybelline’ and 
your satisfaction is assured. 


MAYBELLINE CoO., 
4750-80 Sheridan Rd., Chicago 


Eyelash Beautifier 
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If every 


married woman 
sent for a copy — 


of this frankly written booklet 


TATURAL enough for the woman of 
refined tastes to feel a reserve about 
certain intimate matters. Her whole up- 
bringing has been surrounded by silence, 
even secrecy. As time goes on she hesi- 
tates more and more to inquire of other 
women. To her former timidity is now 
added the fear of seeming ignorant. She 
builds around herself a wall of self- 
consciousness. 

True, she is aware of many of the vital 
facts of life, but she is not sure of her 
knowledge. How convenient then to have 
the real truth, the modern truth, the 
frank, scientific truth about feminine 
hygiene. That is what this valuable 
booklet gives; that is why every married 
woman should send for a copy. 

The truth about the use of poisonous 
antiseptics is something every physician 
knows, and every trained nurse. They 
have seen the havoc wrought among 
innocent women who, in their 
desire for complete surgical 


contain the threat of injury to delicate 
membranes, finally resulting in hardened 
areas of scar-tissue. 


New discovery does away 
with women’s risks 


Startling as these scientific statements 
are, there is another scientific fact which 
is a welcome reassurance. It is this: there 
has’ been discovered a powerful anti- 
septic which is absolutely non-poisonous. 
Its name is Zonite and it may well be 
called a marvel. It is over 40 times as 
strong as peroxide of hydrogen. It is 
harmless to human tissue. It gives com- 
plete surgical cleanliness and produces a 
soothing and healing effect. 

Then compare the power of carbolic 
acid itself with the power of this great 
new antiseptic, Zonite, which has been 
well-called “the gentle giant.” It is a 

fact that Zonite is far more 
powerful than any dilution 


cleanliness have unwiselycom- 
mitted themselves to the use 
of bichloride of mercury. 
Well-meaning women, but 
ignorant of the risks they run 
of mercurial poisoning. 
Physicians and nurses know 
also of the hazards of carbolic 
acid and its various com- 
unds sold under the deadly 
abel of the skull-and-cross- 
bones. Usually mixed with 
soapy ingredients, these car- 
bolic acid preparations always 


Zonite a medicine 
chest in itself 


For prevention 
against colds, coughs 
érippe and influenza. 
For a daily mouth- 
washto guard against 
pyorrhea and other 
gum infections. 
Remember that Zon- 
ite, though a very 
powerful antiseptic, 
is mon-poisonous and 
absolutely safe 
to use. 


Use Zonite Ointment 
for sunburn, insect 
bites, poison ivy, 
burns, scratches and 
other surface infec- 
tions. Also, as a pow- 
erful deodorant in 
vanishing cream 


of carbolic acid that can be 
used on the body. Yet what 
a difference in safety! Car- 
bolic acid is a deadly poison— 
so caustic that it produces a 
burning and searing wherever 
it comes in contact with tis- 
sues and membranes. 

Zonite, on the contrary, is 
just as harmiess to human 
beings as it is fata/ to germs. 
It will not harden delicate 
tissues, nor render them dull 
and insensitive. In fact, dental 


In bottles, 25c, 
50c and $1 
at drug stores 


----- 


n’s Division, ‘ 
Building, 550 Park Ave. 
New York, N 
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authorities are freely using and recom- 
mending Zonite for oral hygiene as a 
gargle or spray for the mouth and throat. 
As an ‘antiseptic and germicide it. is 
thoroughly reliable. A bottle of Zonite in 
the medicine chest can never lead to 
accidental poisoning. It is safe on the 
shelf, safe in the dark, safe in the hands 
of a child. 


Is it any wonder, then, that the dis- 
covery of Zonite has been welcomed by 
physicians and nurses and women of 
refinement everywhere who realize the 
importance of personal hygiene to their 
lasting health and happiness? Zonite, 
clean and wholesome as an ocean breeze, 
is an assurance of daintiness, charm and 
freedom from worry. 


Bou can buy Zonite at any 
drug store in the country 


Zonite has quickly swept over the coun- 
try; word of its power has passed from 
mouth to mouth. Already practically 
every drug store in America has it in 
stock. Zonite is a powerful deodorant and 
leaves no odor of its own after the first 
few minutes. Full directions with every 
bottle. Also send for special free booklet 
prepared by the Women’s Division. It is 
frank and scientific. Read it; pass it on to 
others. It is daintily illustrated and mailed 
in “social correspondence” envelope. Use 
the coupon below. Zonite Products Com- 

any, Postum Building, 250 Park Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. In Canada: 165 Duf- 


ferin Street, Toronto. 


Zonite Products Co 


ce copy of the Zonite booklet or 
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Our $1,000 
Story 


Suppose you were a little 
girl—and suddenly found 
yourself an orphan with 
your father’s words ringing 
in your ears, ‘Sure a man’s 
a man, if he’s got some- 
thing to live for!” 


And in your own little 
mind you worried your way 
through life until it got al- 
most too big for you—and 
then, standing on the brink 
of a precipice, you fought 


it out and decided to 

plunge. 
Life! How glorious, how 


thrilling it was with new 
sensations peeping at you 
everywhere and you daring 
to chance them all! 


Although manuscripts and drawings are submitted at the owners’ 
risk, every cfort will be made to return those found unavailable 


Read 
“Something to 
Live For’ 
Our $1,000 Prize Story 
in the 
| June SMART SET 
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Afraid Own Voice 


But I Learned to Dominate - 


Others Almost Overnight 


UDDENLY the boss turned to me and 
queried, ‘‘Well, Conroy, what's your 
opinion?” They all listened politely 

for me to speak and in the silence I heard 
my thin, wavering voice stammering and 
sputtering a few vague phrases. Like a 
flash Stoddard interrupt- 


good time. I seemed doomed to be an all around 
failure unless I could conquer my timidity, my 
bashfulness, my lack of poise and inability to 
express myself. 


In 15 Miriutes a Day 
And then suddenly I discovered a new easy 
method which made me a powerful apeniaet almost 
overnight. I learned how to 


ed me and launched on a 
brilliant description of his 
plan. All sat spellbound 
as he talked—my views 
were forgotten—and yet ] 


problem for months and I 
was prepared to suggest a 
sound, practical plan 
which I knew would solve 
all our difficulties. 

And that was the way it 
always was—I was al- 
ways being given oppor- 
tunities to show my ability 
and always failing miser- 
ably. I was bashful, timid, 
and nervous—I never 
knew how to express my- 


How to ma 


How to con 


and am 


thinker 


ation. 


What 15 Minutesa Day 
Will Show You 


How fe, talk before your club or 


had been studying the How oo Propose and respond to 
How to Board Meetings 
How to tell entertaining stories 
ea political speec 
How to make after-dinner speeches 
rse interestingly 
How to write letters 
How to sell more goods 
How to train your memory 
How to enlarge your vocabulary 
How to develop self-confidence 
How winning person- 


How strengthen will-power 
itio: 

How to develop your power of con- 


centration 
How to be the master of any situ- 


bend others to my will, how to 
dominate one man or an audi- 
ence of thousands. Soon I had 
won salary increases, promo- 
tion, popularity, power. Today 
I always have a ready flow of 
speech at my command. |] am 
able to rise to any occasion, to 
meet any emergency with just 
the right words. And I accom- 
plished all this by developing 
the natural power of speec 
possessed by everyone, but cul- 
tivated by so few—by simply 
spending 15 minutes a day in 
the privacy of my own home on 
this most fascinating subject. 
There is no magic, no trick, 
no mystery about becoming a 
werful and convincing talker. 
ou, too, can conquer timidity, 
stage fright, self-consciousness 
and bashfulness, winning ad- 
vancement in salary, popu- 
larity, social standing, and suc- 
cess. Today business demands 


self, how to put my ideas 
cross. In fact, I was actually afraid of my 
own voice! Constantly I saw others with 
less ability, less experience than I being 
promoted over my head—simply because 
hey had the knack of forceful speech, self- 
onfidence, and personality—the very 
qualities I lacked. 

In social life, too, I was a total loss—I 
vas always the “‘left-over’—the one who 


at back and watched the others have a 


for the big, important, high- 
salaried jobs, men who can dominate others—men 
who can make others do as they wish. It is the 
power of forceful, convincing speech that causes one 
man to jump from obscurity to the presidency of a 
great corporation; another from a small, unim- 
ortant territory to a sales-manager’s desk; another 
rom the rank and file of political workers to a post 
of national importance; a timid, retiring, self- 
conscious man to change almost overnight into a 
pular and much applauded after-dinner speaker. 
housands have accomplished just such amazing 
things through this simple, easy, yet effective 
training. 


3 


Send for This Amazing Book 


This new method of training is fully described in a 


being sent to everyone mailin; coupon below. This 
book is called, How to Work Wonders With Words. In 
it you are shown how to conquer stage fright, self- 
consciousness, timidity, bashfulness and fear—those 
things that keep you silent — men of lesser ability 
get w het they want by the sheer power of convincing 
. .Not only men who have made millions but 
have sent for this book—and are 

in their praise of it. You are told how to bring out 
develop your priceless “hidden knack’’—the natural 
gift within you—which will win for you advancement 
and salary. popularity, social standing, 
and real success. Yoy can obtain your copy 

absolutely f res by sending the coupon. 


NOW SENT 


NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE 


3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3185, Chicago, fll. 


SSS 


NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE, 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept.3185, Chicago, Ill. 
L FREE and without 

Wonders With Word ' 
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My Free “Book “AUTO FACTS” shows how I've put man after man 
Auto Business for himself, QUICK weeks after enrolling. 
Amazing rewards are everywhere lor me men 


often and 
cost. 
TIVE NEWS"’—is also sent you free of extra cost. 


Get My Free Book. I Train You In Your 


No other 


I'll send you Free mich am atoniching wa ‘Auto 
m: “ nds in such an astonishing way. —ju as vo 
ad judgment ACTION MAKES DREAMS 


B. W. COOKE, encinzzr 


CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago 
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Think of 
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and QUICK, 
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needed to start. 
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ay ONE MILLION AUTO 
EXPERTS BADLY NEEDED 


Over a million trained men are needed, it is predict, 
ed, to replace “tinkerers’’ and untrained “guessers 
within next two years. Farms, Villages, Cities in = | 


Stay Home, Keep your job—I'll show you the way : 
oi ow present pay right away, in the earlics! 

See all this in my Big 


weeks 
training for no 
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ALL YOUR LIFE, My Employment Department serves you ¢s 
as long as you want a good joband absolutely at A poe ra 
PULAR AUTOMO- 
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TS. Act Quick and 
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Our Big 
Bargain 
for 1926! 


for | { 


dress, cut and made to our 
special design, and offered at 


a price that is simply baffling! 
| Charmeuse 
Latest Spring Style 


able dresses to supply by mail * 
ONEdress for each town. And 4 


(just look at the price!) a Charmeuse priced at only $14.95, is 
quality leader, we must tell indeed a rare bargain. All the style of 
you, Madam, “First come, first real expensive garments and even 
served.” (A dollar deposit and more serviceable. 

not one cent C.O.D. buys the 


dress if you act quick—your Attractive convertible collar can be 4 ‘ ‘ 


since we’ve made it a leader ; | This charming frock of lovely silk N 


, worn high neck as illustrated or in the 
os open neck effect if desired. Notice the 

We make this sensational ar irt in front, and the styli 
price and offer easy puffed sleeves of contrasting color silk 
monthly payments in order crepe de chine. Your choice of black, 
to attract to our monthly navy, grey, palmetto green, pencil blue 


— mn can aa te Order by No. S-1. Terms $1.00 with 
pay cash and want the big- coupon, then only $2.35 a month. Total 
gest bargain obtainable. Bargain price, only $14.95. 


Months Pay 


Even with this special bargain price we offer you 6 months to pay! Try our 
plan of buying better clothes at sensational prices, and paying for them 
out of pin money you have heretofore frittered away. From Elmer Ri 

Co. you get value, that is why so many women who can afford to pay cash 
twice over, choose our easy payment method—then they can dress better than 
before out of nickels and dimes so easily saved. 

To prove all this, we offer this remarkable, up-to-date, newest Spring. style, silk Charmeuse 
Lress for $1.00 deposit and $2.35 a month—total $14.95. And we'll send it to you on approval. 
Get it, try it on, examine for yourself the material and workmanship—see if you can duplicate 
it in quality or style, even for spot cash, anywhere else. If not absolutely convinced in every way, 
send the dress right back and your $1.00 d i 


eposit is returned at once. You've risked not one 
cent to find out what we mean by our big bargain of 1926. If ectly satisfied, take 3 
months to pay. Remember, the supply of these dresses is limited. You must act quick. 

only $1.00 deposit now! 


Send “No Risk’? Coupon Now 


Elmer Richards Co. 


Dept. 1915 W. 35th Street, 
I enclose $1 d it. Send the Silk Ch se Dress No.S-l. If 1 am 
not wlth the dress, I can return it and get my 81 back. Otherwise, 
I will pay $2.35 a month until I have paid $14.95 in 


No Risk! 
Back} | 

ot 
Satisfied \ 


Hip. 
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Improved Lift-Over 
Construction Easily 
and Quickiy Operated 


gt 
A 


S every household feels 
A the need of an extra 
sleeping room, so 

every housewife will 

find this Double Service Da-Bed a wonderful 
convenience. By day it is a handsome Windsor- 
Colonial couch; an attractive and comfortable 


Easy Monthly Payments 


This Da-Bed is built to stand years of constant 
use. It is madeof cold rolled steel combining 
light weight with strength. Its finish is a Rich 
American Walnut. There are distinctive steel 
cane panels at each end. The all-cotton, sani- 
tary mattress is very comfortable and very well 
made. It weighs 17 pounds and is covered with 
an excellent quality of cheerfully colored floral 
cretonne. This mattress is valanced on 3 sides 
—see illustration. The Spring is made of steel 
wire link fabric and is attached to the frame by 


Order strong helical springs. This construction insures 


resilience and long wear. You will appreciate 


the New “lift-over” feature when changing the couch to a 
bed. This feature is semi-automatic and exceedingly Easy 
to operate; no pushing, sliding, scraping or heavy lifting. 
Da-Bed closed measures 74 inches long x 24 inches wide. When open the bed is 74 inches 
long z 45 inches wide. Continuous posts are 1% inches in diameter. 

Send for this Da-Bed now. Use it 30 Days at our risk. If dissatisfied 
in any way return it at our ex 
and all transportation costs. 
No. TA1235, Price $24.95, Terms $1 with order, $2 Monthly. 


nse. We will refund your first payment 
he trial will not cost you a penny. Order 


DEPT. S805 


> SPEAR & C0.< PITTSBURGH, PA. 


n Attractive and Comfortable 
Windsor Couch by Day 


= 
This Improved Double Service Da-Bed on 


30 Days’ Free Trial 


Converted to a 
ull-Size Double Bed 


piece of living room furniture. At night it 
can be converted to a fully-equipped, rest- 
giving double bed. This is your opportunity 
to secure a handsome, much-needed article 
at a price far below its worth. If you do 
not believe sale price to be at least $10 be- 
low regular value you may return Da-Bed. 


Send for Big Free Book 


The Spear Way is the Ideal Pies: 
Way toacquire your Dream 
Home. Our prices are the 
lowest, our terms the eas- 
iest. Everything we sell is 
sent on 30 Days’ Free Trial 
with a Money Back Bond. 
Write today for Free Cata- ff 
log showing Thousands of #im 
Bargains in Furniture, Car- 
pets, Rugs, Stoves, etc. 


& SPEAR & CO., Dept. $805, Pittsburgh, Pa. 


@ Send me at once the Da-Bed as described above. I enclose $1.00 
a first payment. It is understood that if at the end of 30 days’ trial 
a | decide to keep it, I will send you $2.00 monthly. Order No. 
e@ TA1235. Price Fo4'95. Title remains with you until paid in full. 


R. F.D., Bow No. or Street & Nu, 


Post Office. ... 
Mf your shipping point 


is different trom your post office fill in line betow 


Send Shipment to 
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“Quick! Unlock 
that Door!’ 


MOMENT of hesitation—THEN THE THING 
HAPPENED! 

A sudden spurt of smoke and flame—a groan—the thud of 
a heavy body as the Constable lurched back against the cell 
bars—a strange bewilderment holding the others spellbound 
before the tempestuous fury of this girl—and behind the 
locked door Jim Kent watched in tense silence, every nerve 
alert, every drop of blood in his body on fire. 


Who was this “girl of mystery’? What had lured her, alone, into the 
remote wilderness? Why should she, rich, educated, beautiful, risk her life 
to save a self-confessed murderer from the hangman’s noose? What strange 
story lay behind her own dark secret? 

To know the answer—follow these people through 
their swift, wild, thrilling adventures—such as 
you can find only in the wonderful stories of 


JAMES OLIVER 


4000 THRILLING PA , 
. \GES —whose famous Out-door Stories of Adventure, Mystery & Romance 
Entertainment for 100 nights are Known and Loved Throughout the World. New Uniform Edition 
if you sign the coupon now. Now Offered for the First Time and at A Splendid Special Bargain 
‘ r : : inspired by one great purpose—to take _As you are swept along in the irresis- 
ie Gare Cl ae the Trail his readers into the very heart of nature, tible rush of swift-speeding incidents, 
oe } Soul PB gaa a that they may know and love it as he does. rough adventures, heroic moments, you 
realize that here indeed are books that 


Here, at last, is your chance to get in Curwoop’s Readers Number Millions will be boon companions for a lifetime. 


permanent library form the great books That is why his stories are so real that 


that lift you from humdrum cares and 
affairs and carry you off to a balsam- millions of people thrill to them, feel First Uniferm Edition 
scented wilde themselves taking actual part in the 

breathless adventures with which his Special Low Price Short Time Offer 


Here You Meet Real Men and Women : ‘TOW T is why his 
SS a crowded. Phat is why his And now—the first uniform Edition of Curwood's 


Men and women who glory in danger, stories have been translated into a dozen = Romance and Adventure is ready. Publishers, 
who laugh at death and fight their battles _ different languages. manufacturers and Curwood himself have com- 
in the open—men and women of the North- , bined to cut down costs and sacrifice royalties so 
land which Curwood knows as dete aa Here Are Worth While Books for - we one offer this first edition at a price 
within the reach of all 

other living author Worth While People 


hat is why every new book he writes Books for You and Every Member of Your 
is hailed by countless thousands of eager Family—Books to Read Over and maf Complete Sets FREE on APPROVAL 
readers. Each year for the past six years All these Great Books are Included 


he has written a book that has sold over As Curwood lures you into his beloved 
100,000 copies. No other author has such Northland, you meet red-blooded heroes, Back to God’s Country The River's End 
a record That is why youhaveinstore daring heroines, mounted police, Forest 
such a treat as you have never Indians, half-breeds, criminals, ref- 7). Couatey Bepond Country 
dreamed of. ugees, cryptic Chinese, mysterious The Valley of Silent Men Kazan 

For Curwood is no “front porch”’ na- and beautiful girls. As you witness a The Courage of Capt. Plum Swift Lightning 


ture writer. He has spent years and  successionof dramatic and vividexperiences SEND NO MONEY—just sign the coupon where the 
rave 2 arrow points and mail it today. Enjoy these books at 
has travelled thousands of miles in that of life in its wildest forms, all flaming with S07 °e.bense for ten days. If you do not find, in them, 
country where men battle against cold the fire of the elemental passions of that recreation, relaxation, Nature lore and education 

lied int 1 t consider that they h 
i and hardship and lurking dangers, shar- rugged country, you feel that never was  Rore thrille for you than the best show you ever saw 


ey ing their adventures, living theirlives, there such magic writing! at the theatre; if you do not feel that they will make e 


valuable permanent addition to your library; '!f 
you do not consider them a wonderful bargain-— 

then send them back at our expense! Otherwise keep 
them at our very low introductory price and on easy 
monthly payments 


As this Introductory Edition 
oq >, will be snapped up quickly, 


’ we advise you to ACT 
NOW! 
& McKINLAY, STONE & 
MACKENZIE 
non ty t nd Dept. J-22, 
nth thereafter for only New York 


i the. Othe ae I re them at your 
expense and the examination will have cost me nothing % 


Name 


Address 


Occupation 


Purchasers under 21 should have parents sign this cou 
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‘Let Us Taste Life 
While We May” 


*‘Doushka,”’ he whispered, “Life is so short. 


Let us taste it while we may!” And the princely 
stranger, who had suddenly appeared out of the 
soft shadow of the warm, sensuous Egyptian 
night, bent and kissed her lips. 


She struggled against the intoxicating emotion 
—tried vainly to resist—to push him away— 
but he again gathered her into his arms and most 
tenderly kissed her. 


All power of movement seemed to desert her. 
She only knew that she was wildly happy, that 
this was heaven, and she wished it would never 


end. 


* * * * 


Thus Elinor Glyn sets the stage and plants the 
situation very early in her startling novel ‘‘His 


Hour”—one of the 10 thrillingly dramatic [| 


stories that you may now secure at an unheard- 
of low price. 


| 
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Great 


Think of it. Ten $2.00 novels—actually sold in 
the original edition for $20.00—all for only $2.98. This 
is the most amazing book bargain ever offered —a 
bargain that has absolutely astounded the publishing 
world. 


Elinor Glyn’s Masterpiece 


But that is not all. Included in the 10 volumes 
is Elinor Glyn’s latest sensational success — “This 
Passion Called Love’ —a powerful treatise on this 
burning subject that everyone wants to read. The 
regular bookstore price of this great work alone is 
$2.00 a copy. 


How Can We Do It? 


10 VOLUMES How can we give you a 
complete set of 10 fascinating 

Here They volumes for the absurdly low 
Are price of only $2.98 for all? 


This wonderful offer is made 
possible only by paying Elinor 
Glyn a few pennies royalty—by 


The Price of Things 
Guinevere’s Lover 
The Man and The Moment 


His Hour economically printing an enor- 
Love Itself 3 

wae mous quantity of books at one 
Red Hair time and by selling in great 


The Point of View 
The Seventh Commandment 
And Elinor Glyn’s 
Latest Book 
This Passion Called Love 


quantities at small profit. 
These 10 Volumes are not 
tiny paper booklets with soft 
covers —they are handsomely 
bound in genuine Royal Blue 


Novels 
ELINOR GLYN 


Cloth with stiff board covers 
artistically stamped in 
gold — finely printed from ACT NOW 
FULL-SIZE PLATES on 

high-grade Antique book paper. Actually better looking 
books than the original $20.00 edition! 


SEND NO MONEY 


Simply mail the coupon and the books will be shipped tc 
you at once. When they arrive pay the postman only $2.98 
(plus a few pennies postage). If you are not delighted with your 
purchase, simply return the books within five days, and your 
$2.98 will be promptly refunded. So don't put it off—but fill 
in and mail the coupon—Now. The Author's Press, Dept. 808, 
Auburn, New York. 


View ment 


IF YOU 


Balled A 


Moment 


ines 


The Authors’ Press, Dept. 808, Auburn, New York. | 
Please send me the set of Elinor Glyn’s famous books in 10 
volumes. On arrival I will pay the postman only $2.98, plus a few 
cents postage, with the understanding that I may return the books 
within 5 days if not satisfied, and you will refund my $2.98. 


IMPORTANT: If you may not be home when the gota, colle, send cash 


in advance. Also if you reside outside the U. S. A. 


\] 
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WHAT 


AVE you followed the discussions 
and contest letters in SMART SET 
during the last year? 


We’ve traveled around the world to- 
gether, talked over marriage, our big 
problems, petting, and the reasons for 
our petty quarrels; we’ve even talked 
about the magazine! 


This month I’m asking for letters tell- 
ing me what you want in the magazine. 
(The regular announcement appears on 
page 80). And I wish you would tell me 
what you would like to talk about next. 


The papers are full of the activities of 
the coming generation. A bobbed-haired 
girl of nineteen is preaching regularly in 
Iowa and up- 


if you would be in the swim! 
clined to think that is an exaggeration 
and said so, whereupon I was urged to 


NEXT? 


I am in- 


“come up some time to join the party.” 


But that’s only one extreme, just as 
natural as the terribly cold days which 
come in winter. The great majority are 
not swayed to the extremes. 


The $1000 Prize Story will be pub- 
lished in the June issue. Don’t miss it. 
It is a magnificent picture of life with 
its moments of bitter passion and its 
compensations. And, best of all, the 
author is a girl who has never written 


before 


Don’t miss the story that starts on 
page 20 of this 


holding the 
goodness of the 
young people. 
Meanwhile, a 


issuePp What 

The Editor Wants to Know What would YOU 
Problems You Want Discussed | 4° if death 
stared you in 


young theatri- 

cal producer is trying to explain his em- 
barrassment when the papers attacked 
what they called a ‘‘Nude Girl Orgy,” 
and a ‘‘Wine Bath Party,” in which they 
said a girl got in a tub of wine on the 
stage before a gathering which included 
many celebrities. 


What is the biggest problem of young 
folks right now? Is it ‘‘To pet or not 
to pet”? Or is it something newer, 
which hasn’t reached me yetP If so, 
let’s have it and we'll get a 100 per cent 
discussion under way. 


Hip flasks are becoming passé, I am 
told. ‘*The thing” now is to have your 
own tiny still and make your own “‘stuff’’ 


the faceP How 
would you actP That is a question 
which faces us all sooner or later. It 
will hold you and make you wonder. 


AND after you have gone through the 

issue carefully, write to me. Tell 
me what vital problem you want our 
readers to discuss. Is it parties, or lone- 
liness, or tramps, or love-affairs? 


We shall be glad to gather opinions 
on everything our folks want to know. 


How do you like our movie sections? 
Don’t you find them interesting? We’ve 
got something there about all the new 
motion pictures you will want to see. 


—Tue Epiror 


Turn Your Knack Skill 
Into Money~At Home/ 


NEW organization has been formed 
to help women find profitable and 
practical outlets for the sale of 
whatever they may be able to supply, be 
it goods or service. If you can bake, sew, 
grow things, teach, drive an auto, do 
clerical work, or anything else, the 
National Guild of Home Workers will 
show you how to make money—at home, 
in your spare time. You are not obliged 
to learn any new occupation, but are 
shown how to make money out of what 
you already know. 
The National Guild has had prepared 
a remarkable series of PLANS which tell 


you how to market your ability, or service. 
These plans are based on actual experi- 
ences of women who have MADE 
MONEY with them. They are simple, 
complete, thorough—and above all, 
PRACTICAL for even the most timid, 
inexperienced women. They are the re- 
sult of over ten years of research by 
Drucella Lutes Lowrie, who knows more 
about this subject than any woman in 
America. They tell you What to Sell, 
When to Sell, Where to Sell, above all 
How to Sell. All you need is the desire 


and ambition to earn money! 


Here Are The Plans ---What Can You Do Best? 


Here is a list of the National Guild Plans now ready. 
Each plan has actually WORKED AND MADE MONEY for other women. 


They SHOW YOU EXACTLY WHAT TO DO. Order by number. 


- Making Money With Cooking and 


Baking 
. Making Money With Canning and 
Preserving 
. Making Money With Home Made 
Candy 
. Making Money Out of Home Sewing 
. Making Money Remodeling Clothes 
. Making Money at Hemstitching and 
Pleating 
. Making Money With Millinery 
. Making Money Out of Fancy Work 
9. Making Money With Poultry and 
Eggs 


10. Making Money Out of the Vegetable 
Garden 

Making Money Out of the Flower 
Garden 

Making Money Growing Fruit 

Making Money With Bees and Honey 

Making Money With Dairy Products 

Making Money Raising Pets 

Making Money Taking Care of 
Children 

Making Money Teaching Music 

Making Money Tutoring Students 

Making Money Keeping Boarders 
and Roomers 


II. 


12. 
13. 
14. 
15. 
16. 


17. 
18. 


19. 


SEND MONEY 


If you want to make extra money at home send for one or more of these 
See for yourself how easy it will be for YOU—no 
matter how timid or self-conscious you may be—to turn your skill into 
PROFIT— in your own home. See how easily you can earn enough money to 
buy the many things you would like to have. 

The National Guild of Home Workers is a blessing to thousands of women 
who KNOW how to do some one thing well, but who have not known HOW 
TO START and how to continue making money. 
you want, fill in the coupon and mail today. 
plans arrive, give the mail-man $2.00 for each. If you are not delighted after 
5 days’ examination, your money will be refunded at once. 
earn the money you have always wanted. Mail the coupon NOW. You take 


National Guild Plans. 


no risk under the money-back guarantee. 


National Guild of Home Workers 


Dept. 15 


225 W. 39th Street 


Select the Plan or plans, 
Send no money now. When the 


Begin now to 


New York, N. Y. 


I will 
each plan ordered. 
plan or plans within 5 days after I receive them and you 
agree to return my money. 


20. 


21. 
22. 


23. 


24. 
25. 


26. 
27. 
28. 


There is undoubtedly at least one here which you can use profitably. 
They do not contain idle theories or preachments. 


Making Money with a Home 
Laundry 
Making Money as a Home Decorator 
Making Money Out of Home Made 
Novelties 
— Money Out of Home Made 
oys 
Making Money Out of Basketry 
Making Money With a Home Beauty 
Parlor 
Making Money as a Local Repre- 
sentative 
eo Money With Home Clerical 
Work 
Making Money With an Automobile 


EXAMINE PLANS 
FIVE DAYS 


PR 
National Guild of Home Workers 
Dept. 15, 225 West 39th Street, New York 


Please send me the National Guild Plans Numbered as 
follows: 


y the postman $2 plus postage, upon arrival, for 


Name 


If I am not satisfied I will return the 


Please PRINT or write name PLAINLY 


Address 


City.... 
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Junior Draftsmen $400 a Month; 


take up drafting. Learn practical 
draftsmanship at home—but under 
the daily direction of Chief Drafts- 
man Dobe—the man who has made 
finished draftsmen of thousands of men, young and old 
—men who had no previous training, or even the aver- 
age amount of schooling. Give him your evenings for 
just a few months, and you'll be ready for almost any 
drafting job that offers. Begin in time to get all your 
tools without a dollar’s extra outlay! Note offer: 


A Professional Drafting Set, and All Supplies Furnished! 


| NO “TALENT” NEED Scores of engineer- 

ing firms and man- 
ufacturers recruit their draftsmen from my classes. I 
haven't enough men now—and a busier season is com- 
ing. Therefore, I make this offer to get action: a beau- 
tiful set of imported drafting instruments, all rules 
and tools, end @ drafting table, free of any extra ex- 
pense to those who join up at once. You needn't de- 
cide now, but get your name in at once for this free 
| offer! Clip coupon, and mail it! I want to caution 
you that this isa limited offer—it isn’t one I can afford 
to keep on making! 


WHY DRAFTING PAYS 


of work you can think of. 


Railroading or Radio 


draftsmen—with abig build- 
ingboom and bigproduction 
all over U.S. and abroad. - 


Llectric Companies 


—and the big money. Have you ever known a draftaman who didn't 
like his work? Or one whoever had to lookfor work? If a hundred 
dollars a week sounds big—yes, or $150—you aren tin the right line 
of business ! Getintoa broader field—the broadest of all. That's draft- 
ing. Investigate the tremendous field of drafting before you decide 
on any line of work or career. Drafting fitsin with almost any kind 


iN 1926 I predict a shortage in draftsmen. Last Spring, every 

sort of inducement was being offered men who could 
draft. Scores of our ““*boys”’ stepped right into fine jobs the week they 
} had completed ourcourse. This year will see stil] greater demand fog 


ome... 


EST! 


Beginners Earn $50 and $65 a Week or More! 


Chief $800 


.- There’s ig money in drafting. Make no mistake about that! 
My former students are getting all the way from $250 a month 
as juniors, to $833 a month as chiefs. Here és your chance to 


| 


Above Drawing by 2 Two-Month Dobe Student 


PAYING POSITIONS 


loom upalmost as soonas you 
are enrolled ina Dobe class! 
We receive requests daily for 
junior men—for menonly part- 
ly through our course. “We'll 
take a beginner,’ some con- 
cerns write us, “so long as he 
isa Dobe trained man and has 
begun right!" Furthermore, a 
lot of our student sare willingto 
carry on special work for pay, 
right while their lessons go on. 

But whytry to tell youhere, 
all the wonderful facts you'll 
find inmy new, big book, Suc- 
cessful Draftsmanship? Full 
of actual information, fully il- 
lustrated,the biggest andmost 
fascinating book ever pub- 
lished on the subject! Send 
for it in time to get your com- 
plete, lifetime drafting outfit 
free of any extra cost what- 
ever! Coupon below. 


CHIEF DRAFTSMAN DOBE 
1951 Lawrence Ave., Chicago, Dept. 20-65 
\ | Please send FREEand POSTPAID, without obli- 
‘8 gation, your new, fully illustrated book, Success- 
ful Draftsmanship, complete information, terms, 
etc., in time for free tool offer. | 


| headache.” 


““Funmest Story” 
As Told by 


Smart Set Readers 

L.. D., 
North Bergen, N. J. 

T THE Art Museum the sigr 

“Hands Off” was conspicuously dis- 
layed before the statue of Venus de Milo. 

A small child looked from the sign to 

the statue. “Anybody could see that,” she 
said dryly. 


* a * * * 


=. G.. 
W. E. Pittsburgh, Penn. 
WO small boys appeared before the 
circus gate clad only in bathing suits. 
“Here, what's this?” exclaimed the gates 


keeper. 
“Read this note from the owner gi 
the circus,” they chorused 
“Mr. Doorman, please admit the bearer,” 
was the note. 


Chesterfield, S. C. 
LITTLE girl was in sore distress. 
“Why, Edna dear, what are you 
crying about?” inquired her mother 
“*Cause,” sobbed the little girl, “I—I 
started to make my dolly a bonnet and it 
c—comed out b—bloomers.” 
* * * * 
| poms‘ girl: “Have you seen Jack re- 
cently ?” 
Second girl: “Oh, about six weeks ago.” 
First girl: “Well, if you see him again, 
remind him that he’s married to me and 
that I was inquiring about him.” 


Kaukauna, Wisc. 

IRST Soak: “Say, I believe the 

street-car has passed already.” 

Second Soak: “What makes you think 

First Soak: “Can’t you see? There’s 
its tracks.” 

* 


I. G., 
Staunton, Va. 
RCHESTRA Drummer: “I’m the 
fastest man in the world.” 
Violinist: “How’s that?” 
Drummer: “Time flies, doesn’t it?” 
Violinist: “So they say.” 
Drummer: “Well, I beat time.” 


* * * * 


&. 
Weehawken, N. J. 
7 HAT a surprise to see you in a 
full dress suit. Did you rent it?” 
“No, but every time I stooped over I 
thought I would.” 


Eureka Springs, Ark. 
“PISHAT sure is horse meat they serve 
in that restaurant.” 

“Why, how do you know? 

“Well, I ordered a steak and just as | 
took a bite someone outside hollered, 
Whoa!’ and that meat stuck in my throat.” 


E. M., 
Elkhart, Ind. 
UNBUSTA: “I’ve got an awful 
headache.” 


Mrs. Gunbusta: “What you need is ex- 
ercise. Why don’t you take an axe and 
get at the woodpile.” 

Gunbusta: “I haven't got a splitting 


Money-Making Tools | 
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LL THAT YOU sSEEK— more 

even than you may expect 
FOR THE PRICE—YoOU WILL FIND 
IN THIS FIRESIDE CHAIR. 


ONLY 


$ 


WithOrder 


»>SPEAR & COMPANY €: 


This Sumptuous Fireside Chair on 


DAYS’ APPROVAL 


E Beauty that you will wel- 
come into your home — the 
Perfect Comfort that is luxuriously 
satisfying —the Honest Construction 
that insures years of wear—All that 
you seek in a good Fireside Chair 


Long Time Deferred Paym 


HIS Fireside Chair possesses all the appoint- 
ments of cOmfort and durability. Its oor 
seat, its high back (which rests the head) and 

wide arms, all invite delicious relaxation. This chair is 

covered with an excellent quality of Taupe Colored 

Brocaded Jacquard Velour on a rich Henna background. 

The sides a ~ back are covered with plain Taupe 

Velour. Theseshades are neutral; they will harmonize 

with any surroundings. The chair is constructed 

on a strong wood frame and is well padded with new 
sanitary cotton felt and palm fibre. The removable 
cushion is filled with the finest cushion springs ob- 
tainable. The seat construction below is Bite upon 
resilient steel coil springs. The chair is 34 inches 
wide; the seat is 22 inches deep; the back measures 

26 inches high from cushion—a large roomy comfort- 

able Fireside Chair. The feet are Queen Anne Design, 


Dept.S806 - Pittsburgh, Pa. : 


ENDING FOR THIS CHAIR ‘fon 
APPROVAL” PLACES You UN- 
DER NO MORE OBLIGATION TO BUY 


THAN IF YOU Came to our store to 
look at it. 


you will find in this offering. So that 
you may decide for yourself that our 
special price #s at least $15 lower than its 
Regular Value, you can have this Velour 
Fireside Chair on 30 Days’ Approval to 
use as your own. 


ents 


brown mahogany color. i after 30 Days’ Use in your own 
home, your satisfaction is not complete, you may return the 
chair. Your first payment and all transportation costs will 
be refunded. The trial will not cost you a penny. Order No. 
TA1020. Price $35. Terms $1 with order. $3 Monthly. 


Send for our Free Illustrated Cata- 
Free Catalog log today. It shows Thousands of 


Attractive Offerings in Furniture, Carpets, Rugs, Stoves, etc. 
Everything in this Big Book is sent on 30 Days’ Free Trial and 
sold on Long Time Deferred Payments. © 1926, Spear & Co. 


ERE RE RE R RRR ERE RE RE RRS EE 

® SPEAR & CO. t.S806, Pittsburgh, Pa. 

® Send me at once the Fireside Chair as described above. Enclosed is $1 first Payment 

® Ic is understood that if at the end of the $0 days’ trial I decide to keep it, I will send 

you $8.00 Monthly. Order No. TA 1020, Price 835. Title remains with you until 
© Paid in full. Please print or write name and address plainty 


Name 
® R. F. D., Box No. or Street and No 


g Post Office State . 
si your shipping point is difterent trom your post office fill in the line betow 


Send shipment to 
FREE If you want Free Catsiog Oni Send No Money, neve 
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people stepping out as they have 

never done before. Life, always a 
tempting thing, has emerged from the 
forbidden darkness and strutted at the 
head of the parade. 


’ \HE last few years have seen young 


Always impetuous, youth has delved 
deeper and deeper into its mysteries until 
there is little left of the ancient hypocrisy 
of time-honored convention. 


We have lost a great deal of sweetness 
and modesty in exchange for rouge and 
bobbed hair. We have traded deceit for 
frankness in dress—but I wonder if we 
haven’t traded frankness for very clumsy 
deceit in the rouge and brazen effrontery 
which the real character hides behind? 


E cannot be reactionary. We must 
‘go forward. We might just as well 
get a kick out of life as we pass by. But 
I hope the daring frankness of the new 
generation will go a step farther and get 
rid of the unnecessary camouflage of 
mannishness on the part of the girls and, 
in many cases, of girlishness on the part 
of the wide-pants’ element among the 
boys. 
Let’s try getting a kick out of life by 


being natural. Going to extremes in 


Getting Kick out Life 


AN EDITORIAL 


dress, in deportment, in mannér, in enter- 
tainment, in talk, and the like, is not 
getting a kick out of life. You may for 
awhile fool yourself into believing that it 
is. 


Can you imagine anything romantic 
or beautiful about the 4mazons—those 
women who kept their tribe free of men 
and made warriors of themselves? 


CAN you find anything to admire in 

a man who doesn’t stand on his own 
feet and take the shocks of life as they 
come? Don’t we all admire the man who 
protects the ones he loves from the 
rougher things in life? 


Hidden behind the strength of the rock- 
bound hills is romance. The melting 
snow uncovers new green life as it dis- 
appears. The earth, refreshed by the 
warm, steaming dampness, rears new 
monuments to nature. 


Under the protection of the trees, 
lovers find their inspiration—moonbeams 
—birds—leaves—the breath of honey- 
suckle. Each in its natural element is 
beautifully alluring. Here is no camou- 
flage—yet each of nature’s myriad mani- 
festations is getting a kick out of life in 
its own way. 
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A Bargain You Can’t 


GET YOUR typewriter now. A 
genuine Shipman-Ward rebuilt 
Underwood is the one you want 
—‘‘the machine you will even- 


tually buy!” Everyone needs 

- it; now anyone can afford 

| -\ it. Don’t send a cent—but 
y x 

typewriters and typewriting 

—free. 

You can learn to write on this standard- 

keyboard machine in one day. A week after 

the expressman has brought it, you’d feel lost 


—our valuable book on 


without it. A trial will prove it—and doesn’t 
cost you a penny! 
A New Plan 


Our rebuilt plan gives you the best machine 
and saves you a /ot of money. 

The Underwood is so famous a make, 
and No. 5 so popular a model, you'll have 
to speak up if you want one of the lot we are 
just completing now! 

We rebuild from top to bottom; replace * 
every single worn part; each machine is in 
sparkling condition. New typewriters are 
commonly guaranteed for a year; we guar- 
antee these completely rebuilt Underwoods 
five years: That’s our Better-Than-New Guar- 
antee! And we guarantee a big saving in 
money! 

We don’t ask for a cent now. Nor any 
money at all, unless you are completely won 
by the wonderful writing machine 


Try It Free, and See! 


do get our big special offer ~ 


Ignore! 


Act 


have never owned a typewriter, start withthe 
finest ! One that will lastyou all your life! But, 
the time to act is NOW. Don’t miss out on 
this present bargain offer. Don’t do longer 
without the convenience of a typewriter. 


Free Trial Offer 


Our plan gives you the opportunity of a thor- 
ough trial before you buy. You 


we ship you for an unrestricted 10- 


run norisk whatever. You start 


day free trial. When you do buy, This is a to pay for your typewriter after 
take advantage of our very liberal G : you have found it the one and 
scale of monthly payments. A host enuine only machine for you! But get 
of our patrons have paid for their UNDERWOOD the facts before this lot of ma- 
typewriters out of money ° chines is all in use. Clip the in- 
made typing work for oth- The ace of | formation coupon before you 


ers. (One woman made @ > 
thousand dollars at 
home last year with “4 


All Writing 
Machines! 


turn the page. It will pay you! 
Note the very useful book you 
will receive free! Write for full 


her Underwood.) \ 
If you know type- 

writers, you know the 

perfect work and the 

ease and speed of an 

Underwood. If you 


particulars at once. 


Get our catalog that tells how we rebuild these won- 
derful Underwood typewriters in thel argest factory of 
its kind in the world, and lowest prices and terms in 
existence. We will also include free, the new Type 
Writing Manual — it gives many examples and sam- 
ples of uses for your typewriter: in business accounts, 
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| Fisueuntmnteie, with Writing Man- 


i “Byer 1: 


social correspondence, recipes, shopping lists, house- 
hold accounts, etc.; school work; literary work, etc. 
Clip coupon now! 


SHIPMAN-Wanp Mra. Company 
3825 Shipman Building, Chicago 


ual FREE, prices, terms, etc.,and full information 
about your FREE course in Touch Typewriting. 
All without obligation; this is NOT an order! 
| | 
| St.or R. F.D. | 
P.O State. 


writer! 
Typewriter! 
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# TANNHAUSER 30 YEARS | 


CASANOVA brill; by 
published novel. which is still the sensation of 


hitherto obtainable only in edi- 
tions costing from $150 to $500. 


Paris. 


Are Being Published Complete in 


CASANOVA JR’S 


A Quarterly Book for Subscribers 


EDITED BY FRANCIS PAGE 


LIMITED TO EVERY COPY BEAUTIFULLY FIVE DOLLARS A COPY 
1000 SUBSCRIBERS PRINTED, BOUND and BOXED FIFTEEN DOLLARS A YEAR 


CASANOVA JR’S TALES Appears on the First of every April, July, October and January 
CASANOVA JR’S TALES Can be Obtained Only by Subscription Payable in Advance 


CASANOVA JR’S TALES offers in every issue at least one com- 


plete, distinguished novel; ———— 
To maintain independence in the choosing of its material the 

publishers are limiting it to one thousand subscribers; CASANOVA JR’S TALES 
CASANOVA JR’S TALES is sent out to its subscribers by 1. THIS LOVE BUSINESS Francie Pegs 


insured Express. 


2. A NUN’S IMMORTALITY Lord Ramsgate 


38. THE COUPLE THAT LIVED A 
PLATONIC LIFE THOUGH 


You may order 1 number or 4, enclosing $5 or $15 


Every number will be precious to the Collector MARRIED John Herrmann 
—— 4. MY FIRST THIRTY YEARS Gertrude Beasley 
TWO WORLDS PUBLISHING COMPANY ee | 
Suite 405-8, 500 Fifth Avenue, New York City 5. A FRANKISH KNIGHT AND A 
Gentlemen: I enclose % for which enroll me as hh 
a subscriber to numbers of CASANOVA JR’S ap 
TALES, beginning with No. from the French of Jules Lemaitre 
6. VENUS AND TANNHAUSER Aubrey Beardsley 
Name (a novel) 
' : 7. THE MEMOIRS OF CASANOVA 
No. and St. (First Instalment) 
; City Jacques Casanova de Seingalf | 
3-10-26 


TALES 


MART SET 


True Stories from.Real Life 


OUTH-ORGAN music was sweet, 
as we lay 
In the cool old mow on the scented hay; 


Those long, long, rainy afternoons, 


Over the meadows, then, we could see 
The dim stream winding, that meant to be 
4 part of the ocean? So we, one day, 
Over the hills and far away, 
Would go by the pleasant road that led 
To the Wonderful Places— 
Of which we read! 


The dreams we dreamed in the old haymow, 
Brother of mince, are over now! 
So let us dream we are boys again, 
Small boys dreaming of being men; 
Boys on 2 rain-dim afternoon, 
One with emouthorgan— 
Playing 
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ONG ago, when I was reading meters for a gas company in a 
middle western city, I came to a block in which all the houses 
were numbered in the seven hundreds except one. 


That was numbered 612. 


“Ts the number of this house right?” I asked the lady who came 
to the door. 


“Yes, it is,”’ she said. ‘Our number is correct. All the other 
houses in the block are numbered wrong.” 


The fact that the majority of the people are against you does not 
necessarily prove that you are wrong. 


But when they are unanimous in their opposition, it is well to look 
tor flaws in your stand. 


If no one thinks for himself, if every- 
one follows what the mob thinks, intel- 
lectual progress will cease. Con- 
structive individualism on really 
important matters is the hope of 
advancement. 


But there is need of conformity 
in minor things for the general 
welfare. 


For instance, individualism 
carried to the point where 
each person used his own 
spelling for words 
would result in 
chaos. 


Ifa man wrote a 


If You Think It 
Smart to Be 


or Purposely Odd, You’re Wrong 


Dr. FRANK 


book and said, ‘Now when I write t-a-r, for example, that 
means to me what r-a-t means to everyone else,” no one but 
himself or a trained decipherer of enigmas could make any 
sense of it. 

Being purposely odd ts not synonymous with being superior. 

Being ‘‘differen'” in dress or manner does not necessarily 
mean that you are different from the common herd in the really 
essential qualities of character. 

A slavish subservience to all tradition is one extreme, and an 
antagonism to all authority, right or wrong, is the other 
extreme. 


ONCE knew an Englishman who deemed as sacred 
his inalienable right to mispronounce words. 
If anyone dared to correct him he always 
came back with: 


“Well, who is Webster, anyhow? Who gave 
him the right to tell me how to pronounce 
wordsr I’m as good a man as Webster any 


day! 


The difference between mere con- 
ceited irresponsible iconoclasm 
and constructive individualism is the 
ability to separate the things important 
enough to be individual, 
from the things in which 
cooperation is necessary 
to intelligent understand- 
ing. 

Are you “different”? 
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Something had 
happened to me, 
but I didn’t know 
what—until had 
Beatrice in my 


arms. 


Death Stared Him 
Squarely in the Face 
as Inexorably as if 
He Stood Before a 
Firing Squad 


F ALL the things that I was called upon to do 
(): a child, the hardest was to stay awake in 

church. In the middle of the sermon, when our 
minister's voice came droning down to me like the mo- 
notonous hum of a monster bee, I just couldn’t keep the 
sleep out of my eyes. Then Pop would nudge me and 
maybe scowl. And sometimes I had to nudge Pop! 

Then one day when Mother sent me down-town on an 
errand, I heard the bell in the old town-hall begin to toll 
Everyone began to scamper by me and push me out of 
the way, and suddenly around the corner came a dozen 
boys and men pulling a fire-engine, all bright and shiny. 

Every Sunday after that when I just couldn't keep 
awake in church, I would sit, and hope, and hope that 
the fire-bell would ring. 

And one Sunday it rang! 

My eyes popped open as large as saucers, and | sat 
bolt upright looking at Pop, pleading, begging. But 
after the first little ruffle of excitement, and a few of 
the men who belonged to the volunteer fire department 
had slipped out of their seats, the minister went on. 

Up behind the minister the platform window was 
open, and through its casement jutted the spring blos- 
sums of an old apple tree. In its branches an angry 
little sparrow scolded its mate. The spring sun streamed 
through on the pulpit’s red carpet, and I knew that along 
the banks of the streams were budding pussy-willows. 

Springtime! (nd a fire! While | had to sit straight 
as a ramrod, being a Christian and wishing I was a 
heathen Chinee! 


Suddenly | felt something touch my dangling feet.’ 


Then again. I bent my head ever so little and saw a 
pair of black eyes looking up at me. Then a hand ap- 
peared and a beckoning finger. It was little Ted Ram- 
sey, a new boy in my Sunday School class. I glanced 
at Pop. His eyes were closed. 

Easily and silently I slipped off the seat and down 
beside Ted. Then began a frantic crawling to the 
rear. People tittered; one woman grabbed at the* seat 
of my fast moving, white pants, but I managed to eel 
away. 

It seemed to take us hours to reach the last row of 
pews. A. moment’s inspection of soiled suits and we 
were out the door like the pop of a snap-dragon and 


down the street toward the center of town. Ted turned’ 


his beet-red face toward me and grinned. {| grinned 
back, puffing like a wind-broken horse. We quickened 
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our speed as the man-drawn hook and ladder went 
shooting down Center Street. 

Oh, boy! What a fire! The biggest factory in town 
burned right down to the ground with Ted and me 
cheering, and the three volunteer fire companies fighting 
it like mad. 

We got in everybody's way, were nearly run over by 
an automobile, blistered our faces a brick red getting 
too close to the fire, and ruined our white Sunday 
clothes. 

Of course, after Pop found us it wasn’t so much fun! 
But I saw him coming and got a pretty fair head-start. 
| hid under a bed, but he finally found me, and I had 
to eat from the kitchen table for several days. 

Ted and | told stories about it that would have done 
credit to Bill Hawkes, the town liar! We were the envy 
of every kid in school, so who wouldn't have exaggerated 
a little? We shared the thhonors evenly, each. adding 
what we could to the other's glory. “It was the thing 
that started our friendship, a friendship that grew and 
grew as the years went on. 

lt. was while Ted and | were in high school that a big 
rubber company built a factory in Sharon and doubled 
the size of the town in 
no time. 

half-dozen banks 
sprang up, new indus- 
tries came in; the town 
built a park with 


of old Henry Landon, the founder, in the center, and 
the town improvement society fought for paved streets. 

luring the summers Ted and | got jobs with the 
engineers wlio paved the streets, and one of them, a 
dreamy-eyed man of about thirty-five, filled us full of 
stories about engineering projects in the African veldt, 
irrigation projects in the West, and railroading feats in 
the Andes of South America. Maybe our minds didn’t 
whirl in mad circles at the very thought! 

Why, I used to lie awake at night seeing Ted and me 
sitting in a thatched-roof hut built of bamboo reeds, 
mopping our brows with large white handkerchiefs the 
way they do now-a-days on the stage. 


“Oh, boy! Look 
what Santa Claus 
has sent me!"’ Ted 
said. 


And sometimes we would be out in the jungle with a 
lion stalking us, and just when the lion was all ready to 
spring on Ted, I would draw up my gifle and shoot it 
through the head. Then Ted and I would come back 
home a few years later, and all our old friends would 
gather round us, while Ted would tell them stories of 
our feats all over the world. And, somehow ‘or other, 
| always seemed to be the hero of each tale. 


T TOOK me hours to go to sleep those nights, my 
nerves would become so taut and tense. 

Ted and I went down to the State University to- 
gcther, still planning big things for the future, vague 
dreams of gigantic bridges and tumbling waters. 

[every summer we worked in the rubber com- 
pany to get extra money for college. laying aside a 
little to take us to one of those far-away places 
we constantly dreamed about. 

Then almost overnight the war broke out in 
Icurope. At first it seemed so far away, so distant 
that we scarcely paid any attention. But when the hor- 
rors began to sitik in, it sickened and frightened me. 
Not physical fear, but fear of anything so big and fright- 
tul that could kill human beings by the hundreds of 
thousands and so easily wipe out all the beauty of 
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And behind me stood Ted 


nature and the decency of men. That's what hurt. 

Ted and | were in our last few months in college when 
the United States declared war. The athletic field sud- 
denly became a training field for cadet officers: the 
gymnasium echoed and.roared with the cries of top 
sergeants and corporals. 


HEN we went home for our Easter vacation, the 
whole town was in a patriotic frenzy. One afternoon 
we decided to go down to a one-horse carnival that had 
opened on the lots outside of town. A spring rain had 
softened the ground, and the hundreds of feet had 
churned it to a jelly-like mass of mud. In the center of 
the lot. a wheezy old carousal spun complainingly round 
and round. Down the soggy alley-ways between the 
rows of gyp games, fortune-telling booths, shooting gal- 
leries, and hot dog stands, milled the crowd of suckers, 
stopping to gape at the steady cry of a barker, pointing 
and nudging at the hard. painted faces of the women 
behind the booths. 
Suddenly a trumpet 
brassy. snare-drum 


forth, discordant and 
ending with a. crash. 


blared 
rolled, 


“the best friend you will ever have!"’ 
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Beatrice had said. 


Like a herd of cattle, the people turned. shoulder to 
shoulder, and moved toward the trumpeteer. 
Beside him a hot air balloon rolled and tugged on 


its moorings. An attendant threw fuel into the roaring 
fire, expanding the bag with hot-air until it fairly sang in 
the spring breeze. From a tent on one side came a little 
man dressed in dirty pink tights and spangled shirt. 
After carefully inspecting the rigging of the balloon and 
the trapeze that was fastened to the bottom, he took the 
trapeze bétween his hands and nodded to the men who 
handled the bag. They sprang to release her from her 
moorings. The bag shook itself for a moment, the 
breeze caught it and it went skittering out across the 
fields with the little man swinging feet down from the 
trapeze. Up a hundred feet he loosened one hand and 
waved a jaunty, careless good-by. Two hundred, three. 
five, a thousand feet and he swung himself up on the 
trapeze. For a moment he rested there, then his hands 
moved quickly through the air and he suddenly fel! 
earthward at a terrific speed, his parachute trailing out be 
hind him. The crowd held its breath until the wind caughi 
the parachute and he came floating slowly down to earth. 
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Ted turned to me with his 
eves shining. “That's the stuff, 
Al!" he said. “That’s what I’m 
going to get in—you and I—in 
the air service!” There was 
awe voice, and _ he 
trembled with feeling. “It's 
just like the cavalry was in the 
Civil War, dash and adventure 
and thrills!” 


The Fune SMART SET 
will have the 
Story of the big contest that 


has just closed. 


Ted took a trip for a few 
days to see some relatives while 
we were waiting. “Might be 
my last chance,” he said laugh- 
ingly. “You know once you 
fall a couple of thousand feet 
in an aeroplane, you're in much 
the same fix old [lumpty 
Dumpty was in when he fell off 
the wall!” Good old Ted! 


First Prize 


I- was all excited now, too. 
From the start I had thought 
of the infantry, because I didn't like the idea of the 
horses in artillery or cavalry; I'd had enough of those 
down in Pop's barn! 

“Do you suppose we could get in the same squadron 7" 
| asked. 

“Why, sure we could! Didn't Ben Carter and Dud 
Lyons and Bill Werrenrath all get in the same outfit in 
the Canadian service?” 


HE next day Ted and I drove twenty-six miles to 
the largest city near Sharon and took our examina- 
tions for entrance in the air service. 

“And remember,” I told the officer who took our oath 
of allegiance, ““we want to go together, with the same 
outfit all the way through!” 

He laughed and said, “Won't you go if you 
can't?” 

That stumped me for a moment. He laughed 
again and wrote something on each of our papers 
and said the government would notify us when 
and where to report for duty. 

Wish you could have seen Ted and me walking 
down the street when we left that place. Pop 
would never have worried about my becoming 
stoop-shouldered that day! Shoulders back until 
they ached, and our chins so high our 
collars cut the back of our necks. 

“No! I saw the cadets at West 
Point one time, and this is the way 
they walked——” Ted would say. 
“Shoulders back, chin up, stomach in, 

one, two, one, two! Like that!” 

“All right, have it your own way! 

But when the devil do we eat?” I re- 
plied, and we both went off into gales 
of laughter. 

That night we made a call on every 
girl we knew. And at each place one 
of us would lead off with, “Well, | 
guess we're in it now.” 

“In what?” 

“Signed up for cadet officers train- 
ing school in the air service today— 

Ted and I!” 

“No!"—a long one, that tapered off 
into a whisper. 

“Yes, sir! Expect to be called any 
day. Got to settle up a few things 
first. Prob'ly be pushing up daisies 
in a few months!" Unconcerned, yet 
with a terrible inner tremor in the pit of 
our stomachs. 

We decided that we wouldn't go back 
to college. What was the use? No more 
than get back there and we'd probably 
have to report for duty. Anyway, there 


was some talk of giving a degree to fel- | 
lows who were called for active service ; 
before Commencement, and we figured 
we could slip in under the rope on that. 


They might scare him to death, 
but they'd never know it! 

It was while Ted was gone that I “fell” and struck 
harder than | ever did in an aeroplane—and it wasn’t a 
June night, either, but the first day of May. 1 climbed 
in Pop's car and drove out to the country club. Gee, 
what a night! All silvery and soft, and the leaves 
rustling together like a far-away song of spring! | 
stopped at the top of Bald Ridge on the way over to 
the club and looked down into the valley filled with low 
hanging fog, like little lakes, with the treetops jutting 
through, making tiny islands in fairyland. 

Somehow | hated the thought of war that night. | 
wanted to go on living forever, everything: seemed so 
gorgeous. 

When I arrived at the club, I stood off at one side 
looking as bored as I knew how. |7urn to page 127] 


‘*You've got six months, Al—six months 
to put your house in order!”’ 


23 


4 
/ 
» 


But the picture 
she made on that 
first dress rehears- 
al! Sid got the 
same eyeful as 
little Ionie and 
the others. 


—between a Man who thought 
Money was Power, and a Woman 
whose very Si oul was the Prize 


’M THE third girl ftom the end—the one in the crimson 
bathing suit—when the first curtain goes up each night on 
Sid Harris’ Fun Makers. 

On the programs, I'm lonie Sinclair. Actually, I’m the only 
and favorite daughter of Mrs. Jud Timmons, .of Cactus Junc- 
tion, Arizona. 

I've been behind the footlights for about—well, never mind. 
But I'm “over thirty”. We'll let it go at that. — 

I'm not strong for arguments. And bucking the line from 
the negative side gives me no thrill. But I become feverish 
every time | read a wheeze by some reformer—who had to save 
ior three years to get enongh together to get to Manhattan on 
a three-day excursion—that Broadway is all bad, and the stage 
and its people are worse. 

There's about as much truth in their patter as in one of 
Gulliver's travelogues. 

You can take it straight from the shoulder that the stage— 
and that means performers from the aces to the two-spots—isn't 
any worse than other lines. We win and lose, fight and cringe, 
love ayd hate, come clean and cheat, just the same as you do. 
And there are as many straight shooters among the coryphees, 
houri and nymphs as there are among the stay-at-homes in the 
third rail burgs. Only they don’t brag so much about their de- 
portment cards. 

This tale didn't hegin “once upon a time,” but on the ides of 
July, 19—, as Shakespeare would say. The locale was New 
York. And the little heat waves which made you see queer 
and feel groggy furnished an explanation of why people keep 
heading for the North Pole. 

But the misbehavior of the thermometer meant nothing in 
the existence of Sid Harris. He was due to open with a new 
edition of the Fun Makers in late August. And rehearsals 
had to go on, even if he was obliged to call in the Red Cross 
to keep us right side up. 

1 was twenty minutes late when I reached the Hatbox 
Theatre, where the ensemble was being put through the néw 
music and jazz steps. | entrusted my coat and hat to Mike, 
the doorman, and tried to sneak on stage without “Big Joe”, 
the stage director, sceing me. No luck. His eye, cold as an 
eel’s, caught me standing up, and he gave me a look that froze 
the tips of my ears. 

I answered the jerk of his head, expecting a calf, maybe a 
fine. My hunch was wrong. “Listen, lonie,” he said, piloting 
me out of earshot of a line of prancing hoofers, “you're elected 
to do the boss a favor.” 

“Nix,” he growled, as I started to make a nifty come-back. 
“Get this straight. Sid’s taken on a new girl, daughter of a 
fellow he went to school with, or something. She’s from the 
tall weeds out in-some mail-order belt. Green as paint, anc 
don’t know a stage-brace from a border-light. But she's got 
voice, and a face and figure that will be a riot when she gets 
over her scare and learns what being a chorus girl's all about. 
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“Her's name Mildred Shannon. Your 
job is to take care of her, keep her away 
from the annoying sex, and teach her 
the abc's of the business. The boss is 
going to hold you accountable for he: 
future good behavior, and 
that don’t mean maybe.” 

Honestly, this Mildred was 
a knockout. The only thing 
about her which suggested 
hick was her clothes, which 
had been made from a ter 
cent store pattern by 
some small town sewing 
machine artist. For she 
had a mass of golden 
bronze hair that no dye 
could match, the pink 
and white skin 
that laughs at 
make-up, and a 
pair of big, dark 
eyes that gave me 
a friendly once- 
over when we 
were introduced 
that made me her friend for 
life. But it was the set of 
her mouth, the little, stub- 
born twists at the corners, 
that held me; made me real- 
ize Mildred wasn’t all baby 
doll. 

It wasn’t until after re- 
hearsal, when we were ex- 
ehanging histories over the 
java and ice cream in a side- 
arm restaurant, that I got 
wise to her intelligence. She could use words the lead- 
ing lady never heard of. 

We did another trick at rehearsing in the afternoon, 
then went to my favorite boarding-house, within batting 
distance of Columbus Circle, where | surrendered my 
tour-by-six back, on an airshaft, for a big room facing 
the street which Milly—she told me to call her that— 
and J were to share. 


T WAS when she unpacked her wardrobe from a 

trunk, one her parents must have used on their wed- 
ding trip, that I got a tip that I should lose no time be- 
ginning my labors as counselor and guide. Those clothes 
might have gone strong in her burg, but they just 
wouldn't d@n one of Sid Harris’. “world famous 
heauties,” except for home consumption. 

“They're not so bad, girlie.” | lied neatly, “but—have 
you got any more cash than youll need to see you 
through until full pay starts?” 

think so. Why?" 

“Listen, Milly. Seventy-five per cent of this town is 
camouflage. You get by on the front you throw. Half 
the girls whe earn their keep massaging typewriters 


‘Your cue is to pass him up— 
all his kind, for that matter.”’ 


flash more style than the Queen of Siam. You're with 
the biggest show in the business, and you've got to look 
New York. If you haven't got enough extra to make 
the grade, we'll draw on the place where I park my 
pennies for a rainy day instead of buying an umbrella.” 

The next morning we hit Thirty-fourth Street before 
the clerks were wide awake. And for fifteen dollarst 
got her the smartest kind of a summer rig, made in a 
Seventh Avenue factory that had stolen the design from 
an import in the window. of Salsman’s Fifth Avenue 
toggery. Another three berries went for 4 hat. 

And, honestly, when Milly was arrayed in her new 
finery, she could have romped through Park Avenue and 
had the Vanderburghs stepping to the curb to let her pass. 

The next few days were the most active in the careers 
of both of us since leaving the old home fireside to live 
among the steam-heated flats. The biggest things Milly 
had seen before bringing her letter of introduction to the 
town which invented subways was the annual strawberry 
festival of the Gopher Centre Literary and- Debating 
Society and Mark's one-elephant circus. So, for about 
twenty-four hours, the size of our fair metropolis had 
her sort of stunned. And she actually waited at the 
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street corners until the trafhe cops 
gave the signals to cross! 

But, about high noon of the second 
day, she became innoculated with th 
Newyorkitis germ, advanced her gear 
shift, and began traveling in high 
And with her change of front she de 
cided to see the entire works in short 
order; try to learn all the ropes in a 
few easy lessons. All the time we had 
was between rehearsals. But in those 
periods | tried to keep the pace she 
set, tip her to all the high spots, and 
explain how the machinery’ went 
round. lLlowever, it wasn't kong le 
tore the speed at which she kept m 
going had me feeling about as useless 
as a time-expired transfer. 


“ ISTEN, kid,” I said one night 

after wed done a_ marathon 
through the white light section, “you've 
got to ease up and back-pedal a bit 
i'm all out of training for this heavy 
road work.” 

“But there’s so much to see—— S 

“ know, sister,” and I eased limply 
into our one easy chair. “But New 
York has been right here since 1613, 
or thereabouts, and it will continue on 
the same spot long after an antidot 
has been found for the thing that 
makes the tired business man tired. 
Nobody ever has seen it all. The old- 
est inhabitant would be worse off than 
Robinson Crusoe if you dropped him 
in the far stretches of Long or Staten 
Islands. Let’s ease up till | get my 
second wind.” 

My little playmate did not comm*'t 
herself. But the next day Sid lent 
moral support to my argument by 
ordering triple rehearsals until the show opened. After 
that, except for time out for sleep, we left the theatre 
only long enough to grab some sustenance at nearby 
short-order restaurants. 

However, Milly was game for punishment, working 
lard to learn all she could so that her first appearance 
Lehind the footlights would not be a flop. Her voice 
was only one of those sweet little prairie sopranos, but 
she caught the words and music on the jump. Likewise, 
with me coaching her on the side, she learned the steps 
pronto. She made mistakes—plenty of them. but, in- 
stead of crying, she just set her obstinate little mouth 
and kept on trying until she’d mastered the things that 
tripped her. 

However, it wasn’t these efforts which got her a place 
with the front row girls, but. the picture she made when 
she came on at the first dress 
rehearsal, Wearing one of those 


for both of the bank presidents of her native town. 

Then we plunged into the final week of preparation, 
morning, noon and night. everybody working in third 
speed. And we didn't require any rocking to sleep when 
we reached home each morning just three laps ahead of 
the milkman. 

The opening performance was a “wow.” All of New 
York that could be squeezed into Harris’ theatre with a 
shoe-horn were there. The diamonds flashed from the 
hoxes, and orchestra chairs would have discharged the 
national debt twice ever. And, from behind the foot- 
lights, it looked as if every man in the big town who 
owned a dress-suit was out front. As an audience, the 
lox score was perfect. And the applause kept up like a 
thunder storm in St.Louis. 

When, after the final drop of the big curtain, Sid 

came from the wings with his 
customary poker-face momen- 


“dont sneeze” costumes. 

Sid got the same eyeful as 
little lonie and the others. And, 
as soon as Big Joe had called it 
a day, he handed her the line of 
praise he drops only when he 


The Contest Letters 
On pages 52 and 53 you'll find 


tarily twisted into a grin, we 
knew we'd scored a bull’s-eye 
which would keep us from 
traveling until after the next 
spring's grass was sufficiently 
high to cut. 


means it. The next afternoon in the prize letters on “How I The following day we just - 
she signed on th ed line roe inner bell by inc 

she signed : e a at e to Lost My Wife” some real star- beat the dinner bell by Inches 
appear with the [Fun Makers L in getting out of bed. but we 
tor the next two years. And tling facts. passed up everything, except to 


the boost Sid made in her sal- 


drape ourselves in kimonos, to 
grab the morning papers and 


ary figure made Milly feel sorry 
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and had a car waiting. 


read what the critics had to offer. Their notices were 
gorgeous. Not a knock. And in two of them were 
boosts for Milly. “A Dresden doll with titian hair; 
another youthful and blooming blossom in Sid Harris’ 
always tantalizing bouquet of beauties,” one of them 
said. 

Honestly, the kid broke down and cried when she saw 
her name in print for the first time. Tickled pink, myself, 
| gave her a bear hug and jollied her back into smiling. 
Afterward, however, over the cocoa and toast, I began 
to feel regret. That notice was bound to bring her to 
the notice of the stage door hangers-on, even if they 
hadn't noted her the night before. And they were the 
pests | had hoped to keep her clear of till she was at 
least partly accustomed to the new game. 

Right then and there | determined to stick to her 
tighter than a sleeping-car window. Also, as soon as 
we had time to talk rationally, to warn her against these 
Loys. who were long on money and short on matrimonial 
intentions, and with more wide open spaces above the 
ears than exist in the Far West 

()f course, as always was the case aiter one of Har- 
ris’ openings, a whole litter of dinners were arranged 
for the second might, following the final curtain. And 


Mike told us that she met him at the stage door, 


there wasn’t a girl in the 
company who didn’t get 
two or more invitations to 
take part in the fes- 
tivities. 

After saying “maybe” 
to half a dozen telephone 
calls from boys with 
wealthy but honest par- 
ents, | finally accepted a 
suggestion from Jack Car- 
rington to join his partygg, 
“And, lonie, be sure to 
bring along that little 
queen with the red hair,” 
was his parting injunction. 
| favored Jack for Milly’s 
sake, for his crowd, for 
the most part, was too ac- 
customed to a speedy 
pace to try to stage any 
yokel thrills. And, the 
White Owl, where we 
were to foregather, was 
the high spot in dance 
clubs 


When I told Milly of 
the date I'd made and that 
Carrington and his Rolls 
would be at the stage door 
to pick us up, she became 
almost double loco, pull- 
ing me around in a wild 
dervish whirl and singing. 
At last she was going to 
get a close-up of the kind 
of place and people she'd 
dreamed about ever since 
she'd been able to read the 
best sellers. I suppose | 
should have warned her 
then that Broadway's 
night lite was about one-half T. N. T., 
and nothing for amateurs to play with 
carelessly. But I decided to let her 
have one big crash beneath the bright- 
lights first. “Then I'd explain about 
some of the things beneath the tinsel; 
the necessity of remembering the emergency brake if the 
pace became too swift. 

In the afternoon we lumped our surplus change, then 
slipped over to Madame Odette's in Vending Avenue, 
and blew the entire roll for an outfit of evening raiment 
for Milly that would enable her to break into the big 
time looking the part. 


ACK and his machine were at the door when we left 
the theatre. And he had with him, as escort for 
Milly, Ashley Morgan. The latter's presence took fifty 
per cent off my anticipated enjoyment. Ashley was the 
last man | would have picked to pilot my innocent at 
her Broadway coming-out party. He was good looking, 
all right, clean cut as the collar boys in the. subway ads, 
and he had an easy assurance that made you think he 
Was just trving to get a few hearty laughs out of life. 
But I knew that considerable of his twenty-five years, 
particularly those after he was invited to leave college, 
were more checkered than a comedian's vest 
However, to Milly, he looked like Mr. Chesterfield 
himself. And by the time we reached the White Ow! 
he appeared to have sold himself to her. There was no 
new kick in the party for me; just lights, flowers, plenty 
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of food, and too much liquor and dancing——by far. 

kept a tight eye on Milly. One sip of liquor was 
all she took. However, she danced as if she never had 
heard the word “tired”. And, except fora couple of 
cut-ins by Carrington, Morgan was her steady partner. 
| didn’t like it. Nor her flushed cheeks, wide eyes, and 
continuous happy laughter. I knew the signs. She was 
falling for his line of chatter, instead of accepting the 
flattery as part of the game and promptly forgetting it. 


E REACHED home just as the day squad from 

the police station down the block was thing out. 

Jack was himself, and only thanked us for having helped 

to make the party worth while. But Ashley insisted he 
must see Milly again and asked when he mght call. 

“very other February twenty-ninth, Ashley,” | re- 


plied. “Now be nice and run along home.” And, 
though my little pal seemed inclined to hold back, | took 


“I’m an old man, child—older than 1 knew. Nothing I can do will change what ‘is past.” 


her arm and almost dragged -her up the front steps. 

“Why were you so rude, lonie?” she blurted, once we 
were in our room. 

“Forget everything now, girlie. I'll draw a diagram 
for you when about five hours of sleep have restored our 
customary beauty.” 

It was not until late in the afternoon, however, after 
we'd been awakened by a boy with a box of flowers for 
Milly from Morgan, that the heart-to-heart took place. 
Those flowers, coming after a single night’s acquaintance, 
made me see red. 2 

“Listen, little one,” | began. after she had spent ten 
minutes admiring the blossoms, “I want to tell you two 
or three things you never heard. | took you to Carring- 
ton’s party to give you a real good time for once in your 
life. But I don’t intend you shall -make such things a 
continuous performance. They're a good tonic, in in- 
frequent doses. When they're over forget them. 

“Now about Ashley 
Morgan. He must 
have imagined he was 
the original sheik, the 
way he played up to 
you last night. Your 
cue is to pass him up 

all his kind, for that 
matter. know most 
of them. They're too 
speedy for girls who 
are trying to get along. 
When those _ boys 
really get moving 
they go so fast the 
telegraph poles look 
as close together as 
piano keys. 
\shley’s the wildest 
of the lot. If he 
thought hed get a 
thrill, he'd try to do a 
iail-spin in a_ cellar. 
You're new, pretty, 
and so innocent 
that 


WISH you 
wouldn't talk so,” 
she interrupted, her 
cheeks flaming. “I’m 
eighteen, and—well, | 
think | know a gen- 
tleman when I see 
one.” 

“So, it’s as bad as 
that, eh?”* [ came 
hack, and I couldn't 
keep the sarcasm out 
of my tone. “Now, 
you listen again. And 
I'm going to use 
words of one syllable 
mostly, so you'll un- 
derstand. Sid Harris 
told me to look after 
you. I could be shot 
for what I’m thinking 
about myself for tak- 
ing you to the White 
Owl. If you think 
Ashley’s at all serious 
about you, you'd better 
[Turn to page 
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Above: GRETA NISSEN, of Para- 
mount picty 4, is setting the 
pace in cigarLtte holders. 


Left: JANET GAYNOR, the Wam- 
pus baby star, scheduled to reach 
the headline class this year. 


Right: NORMA SHEARER, Metro- 
Goldwyn star, whose plans for the 
coming season include _ several 
worth-while vehicles. 
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LA NEGRI comes out 
with another bob. 
Name it yourself. 


»* 


OLA TODD of 

Universal has 
created her own 
private role as the 
Leopard Girl. It 
is a rather in- 
dividual fashion 
and created a 
wild sensation 
even in the film 

colony. 


‘AY WRAY 

has been 
doing her bit 
in the crea- 
tion of indi- 
vidual styles 
on the coast. 


ONSTANCE TAL- 
MADGE has a new 
choker every time she 
poses. She's a great 
lover of rare pearls. 
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CS MYERS, 

the Metro-Gold- 

wyn star, wearing tt 

her necklace with J AURA LAPLANTE 

the ornamental ’ dolls up in some- 

thing that calls for 
est fads. a second look. 


and (sowns 


Galore 


PHILBIN 


shows real 
taste in this outfit 


i 


Melbourne 
Sperr 
OQRMA TALMADGE'’S pearls 
hit a rhythmic chord with 
her new bob. 
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EST LEGS IN HOLLYWOOD 


THE TEN B 


according to director Hobart 
Henley—-but what about 
the six pictured 
below them? 


Photo by ‘ 
Cannons 


Ann 
Pennington 
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rries 


Tells About 


Which 
Village Gossip and 


a Stolen Honeymoon 


OMETIMES I peer into the faces of those about 
me—in fact, all my friends—and wonder if 
they would look at me so kindly if they knew as 

much about me as they think they do. Not one of them 
creams that I am a thief. But | am, for once I tried to 
steal two thousand dollars and a honeymoon. It sounds 
awful, doesn't it? It is awful, of course. But even yet, 
| think that I had cause for acting as I did. 

| glanced at Uncle Peter that morning, lying so still 
and skeleton-like under the coverlid. Seeing, to my 1¢- 
lief, that he was aslegp, I slipped over to the dim old 


“Hello, there, Miss Priscilla!’ boomed a big voice. 
I wished that he wouldn’t call me Miss Priscilla. 


mirror, loosened my hair a little on the sides, and pow- 
dered my nose. Just because | was an old-maid slavey, 
doomed to imprisonment in the sick room of a bitter 
old man, was no reason why | should look any worse 
than I need. 
Suddenly in the glass | saw Uncle Peter leering 
wickedly at me. It is no use pretending to you that | 
didn't hate Uncle Peter in that moment. Uncle Peter 
had always leered at me since that moment | first came 
to live in his household, a dependent little orphan, beg- 
ging with big, brown eyes for the love which he refused. 
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“Prissy's primping! 
l’rissy’s fixing heau-catchers. but I'm afraid it won't do 
her any good.” 

He was a sick old man, and I wouldn't let myself get 
angry with him. 

“| hope vou're feeling better, Uncle Peter,” I said, 


“No, Jimmy Holmes wouldn't do,”’ 
And then some- 
thing happened across the fence. 


! said to myself. 


coming and sitting down on a chair at his bedside. 
“Feeling better?” jeered Uncle Peter. “Thank you, 
Prissy, dying’s quite a delightful sensation!” He re- 
garded me, grimly. “Going to wear red for me, eh, 
Prissy?” he demanded. 
“Going to wear—what, Uncle Peter?” I faltered. 


“Red,” he repeated. “You can’t make me 
think that anyone wants to put on mourning 
for me, you know! By the way, Prissy, you 
needn't put off your wedding on my account!” 

I got up. I wasn’t going to sit there and 
listen to Uncle Peter mock at my spinsterhood, 
even if he was extremely ill. He knew spat 
at thirty-two years old a girl was as definitely 
an old maid as if she had been ninety-two, in 
our village of Worden. And he knew that if 
I was an old maid, it was his fault. 

He needn't think I'd forgotten the only 
man who ever proposed to me, Dean Wallis, 
twelve years ago. Uncle Peter had driven 
Dean from the house with a battery of sarcasm 
as deadly as a machine-gun in its effective- 
ness. There never had been any other man in 
my life except big, laughing, Jimmy Holmes, 
who lived next door; and he was just a friend, 
of course. 

-“I think I'll go out into the garden for 
awhile,” I said to Uncle Peter. 

“Better pass the word to the calla lilies to 
hurry!” he sneered. But at the door he called 
after me. “You mustn’t mind me, Prissy. 
You've been a good girl.” 

[ looked back and smiled at him over my 
shoulder; afterwards I was always glad to 
remember that smile. In the hallwav, | almost 
stepped upon my yellow kitten, Muffins. I! 
picked him up and wiped a tear or two away 
on his golden coat. After all, maybe Uncle 
Peter couldn’t help his crooked sense of humor 
any more than he could help his crooked back. 


himself?” asked Mrs. Doran in 
the kitchen, piously on her knees with 
a scrubbing brush. 

“No better, I’m afraid,” I told her. 

“Well, we've all got to go,” she said, quite 
cheerfully. “But, sure, it’s hard for a young 
girl to be left alone, so it is.” 

“I’m twenty-seven.” 

I was really thirty-two, but for some reason 
I couldn't bear to say so. 

“T've seen older,” said Mrs. Doran. 

Almost happily, I went out into the fragrant 
security of my garden. I never could feel’sad 
out there among the flowers that | had planted, 
and coaxed, and tended. They made me for- 
get that I was getting so old. The pansies 
winked at me gaily; the poppies danced a bal- 
let, and called on me for applause. I smiled 
as I got down on my knees by a bed of mignan- 
ette, and attacked the weeds with determined 
fingers, while Muffins flirted with a butterfly. 

“Hello, there, Miss Priscilla!’ boomed a 
big voice. 

It was Jimmy Holmes, on the other side of 
the big board fence. | wished that he wouldn’t 


call me Miss Priscilla, as if I had been his maiden aunt. 
ld thank him to remember that we used to be in the 
same grade at school! 

“Hello, Jimmy Holmes,” I said. 

“I wish I could root out arguments the way you root 
out weeds!” he laughed. Jimmy was a lawyer. “As it 
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oe Peter didn't speak when | opened the 


is, | haven't any cases. I'm still waiting for Grandma 
l‘arsons to come to me for a divorce.” 

| laughed, as he peeped over the fence. Grandpa and 
Grandma Parsons, who had just celebrated their golden 
wedding. were the official Joan and Darby of the town. 
But it was a hollow laugh, for Jimmy's manner had 
said plainly that he considered me of another generation. 

| knew what I was going to do with the money that 
Unele Peter would leave me. It wouldn't be much, 
anyhow, and | meant to spend it, every cent, on the good 
times | had never had. | would get new clothes, pretty 
ones, that would soil easily, and not be durable at all. | 
would--yes, I'd get a car. a cheap one, anyhow, and 
learn to drive. | would -oh, for a week or a month | 
would forget that I was thirty-two, and taste the youth 
that had never had! 

“You're a little beast!" | told myself, in horror. “To 
be thinking of how you'll spend Uncle Peter's money 
before he’s gone!” 

There was a joyous little clump of yellow primroses 
vrowing near. | hated to pick my flowers—it_ made me 
teel like an executioner—and Uncle Peter would only 
sneer; but | leaned over and picked them for him. 


door of his room. I looked at him and saw 
that all the pain and the petulance had 
faded from his face, though the 
faint, the ironic smile still lin- 
gered | went over and 
dropped the yellow prim- 
roses on his bed. 


F COURSE, |] 
stripped my 

garden of its flowers 
for Uncle Peter's 
funeral. When it 
was over, I hardly 
knew what to do 
with myself, my 
life had revolved 
around his for so 
long. Even Mrs. 
Doran had gone 
back to numer 
ous small 
Dorans, for I 
had no need of a 
servant, nor any 
money to pay one 
1 was all alone. 
and terribly lonely. 

Then came the 
reading of Uncle 
Peter's will—a pub- 
lic reading the 
town hall, at Uncle 
Peter's request, called 
by a notice inserted in 
the Worden Weekly 
Nearly everybody in 
town was there, it seemed 
tome. | felt shy and afraid 
as | sat there in the corner, 
waiting for the will to be read, 
though of course | didn’t dream 
what Uncle Peter had done. 

Almost any will-maker can offend 
those whom he omits from his will 
But Uncle Peter had something more 
difficult—he had enraged even his 


beneficiaries. You see pe left an in- Hadn't Jimmy meant the kisses? 
sult with every dollar 


“But what for?” I was bewildered. 


For instance, Uncle Peter left the village oi 
Worden five thousand dollars, “to enable i to per 
fect the ugliness for which it has labored so con 
scientiously and with such rare success.” He left the 
park commissioners, whose title had been purely 
honorary, a thousand dollars toward a park as “a 
meeting ground for mediocrity, since no_ private 
grounds could afiord sulficient space.” He bequeathed 
the town library one thousand dollars. through its 
gray-haired librarian, Miss Milliman, “to be ex 
pended for such trash as shall be in her experi 
judgment most cloying.” 


H* private bequests were equally insulting. As a 
good example of them all, | will mention the be 
cuest to Jimmy Holmes, whom Uncle Jeter left two 
thousand dollars, “with the hope that, carefully hoarded, 
it may last till he receives his first fee.” Last came the 
bequest to Me : 

“| hereby give and bequeath to my niece, |'riscilla 
Deering, the house in which she resides, also tevo thou 
sand dollars to be expended for a trousseau and an adi 

quate honeymoon, the money otherwise to revert to 
the Pme City Home for Indigent Females. | 
also leave in trust for her the sum of six 
hundred dollars annually in case she 
detides not to marry.” 
| couldjehear little giggles. 
quickly “smothered, all 
through the hall as_ this 
amazing bequest was 
read. For all | knew, 
Jimmy Holmes was 
among those ® who 
laughed at me. | 
sat there, conscious 
of two overwhelm 
ing sensations—an 
engulfing shame, 
and over 
whelming  desir« 
to get even with 

Uncle Peter. No 

matter what 11 

cost me, | would 

get even with 
Uncle Peter 
That night | 
thought and 
thought. The next 
month I took the 
lifty dollars that 
had been paid me 
as the first monthly 
installment on Uncle 
Peter's annual trust 
fund, and went out 
and spent every cent 
of it for a new dress 
and a hat. They weren't 
black, either, but a lovely 
blue—not navy, but a 
brighter, gladder shade to 
match my eyes. Then I went 
to Judge Morgan’s office 
“Good morning!” He got up 
with a little ceremonious bob of his 
nice old silver head. Then he stared 
“Why, it’s Priscilla Deering! Sit 
down, my dear! | did-’t know you a: 
first. I—my—eyes——”™ 
“Clothes,” I told him. “You ex 


Was he going to leave me now? pected to see me [Turn to paye 134) 
35 


e 
ul 
| 
i 
f 
1} 
T 
i) 4 
‘i ¥ 
y 
e 
| 
n 
h 
t 
_ 
AES 
Shear 
~ 
it 
1. 
d 
1 
y 
a 
rf 
= 
: 
e 


“Drop him!” repeated 
the voice. And then 
the calm, soft tones 
struck terror into a 
man who would have 
fought all the harder 
under most circum- 
stances. 


HAVE never had more than the apple cores oi 
life. When I was a kid I used to duck around the 
alleys, collecting bits of kindling. I was too miser- 
able to have any ambition, if you can understand me. 
Dut if | did have one, it was to bé able to eat a whole 
apple. Queer ambition, I guess, but I lived a queer life. 

My mother took in washing, when she could find any- 
one to trust her with some. That wasn’t often. As for 
my father, even my mother seemed a hit vague about 
him. He had come, married her, and gone. That was 
all she knew about it. 

| went to school—when I had to. 1 hated it! Even 
the poor kids of our neighborhood were plutocrats com- 
pared to me. And they did not hesitate to say so in 
loud voices. 

But | was too tough to mind a little thing like insults. 
There was not a single one of them who had ever eaten 
a whole apple! I could stand their insults, but not their 
steam. 

Then, one day, Mother died. 


just went to sleep and 


iceft me—not gricf-stricken, 

but bewildered. 

| A week later they put 

me in an orphan asylum. 

You think this made me 

bitter? Well, it didn't. All my life had been a miser- 

able struggle for the barest sort of living. They at 

least fed me well at the orphan asylum. Three meals a 

day, and sometimes a chance to really play. Golly, but 
I hiked it! Playing and eating, I mean. 

But since I’ve left that place, I've done a lot of read- 
ing, and | want to say that the man who said, “Man 
cannot live by bread alone,” knew his stuff. For, after 
a couple of months of this easy living, | found myself 
unhappy and sulky. I, had enough to eat, and a chance 
to play—but, I was not free. 

Moreover, my queer obsession—to eat a whole apple all 
by myself—had come back to me with full force. They 
had apple sauce, apple pudding, and, once in awhile, 
apple pie. at the asylum, but never a fresh, whole apple. 

So, one day I| slipped over the wall and ran away. 
Not very far, however; just to the fruit-stand a block 
away. There | stopped and stared at wealth unimagin- 
able, in the shape of pyramids of fresh, glistening, 
mouth-watering apples. Big, red and yellow apples! 
Smooth, sophisticated, bland, greenish-colored sweet 
apples, and small, chummy, friendly crab-apples. Oh, 
gosh! 
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| stared and stared, my mouth watering and my eyes 
big with the hunger of a single ambition. People came 
and bought apples and took them away. Some of them 
ate the apples as they walked off. 4te them, if you 
understand, before my starved and desperate eyes. 

Along the road came a stout, sulky-faced boy of about 
my own age. He waddled up to the fruit-stand and 
dragged three pennies from his pocket. Silently he indi- 
cated the biggest, reddest, and juiciest of the apples. 
Then he turned and stared at me. He grinned pro- 
vokingly, and took a great bite with his sneering eyes 
on mine. Hunger, devourjng hunger, descended on me. 
| walked up to him. 

“Give me a bite!” [ demanded. 

“Yah,” he sneered, and took another himself. 

Then a startled look passed over his face and he spit 
out that big bite. There was a worm wriggling around 
in it. 

“Hey.” he yelled, disgusted. “You can have it!” 

He hurled the apple into the gutter. But I had stood 
all the insults I intended to stand, and whirled on him 
like the skinny wild-eat I was. | -knocked him down 
and kicked him. I fell on top of him ard hit, scratched, 
bit, and butted him until he roared like a lion—but from 
the soul of a rabbit. Otber kids had collected like magic 
tu watch the fight, but n6w there was a yell: 

“Cheese it,—the cop!” 


What Happened 
when a 
Neer-Do-Well 
Who Had 


Met a 
Business 
Man Who 
Had No 
Policy 


| leaped and ran for my life. A rough hand halted 
niy progress before | had gone ten steps, and I looked 
up into the stern face of the head matron at the Orphan- 


- age. She did not say a word, but led me, sternly, back. 


But that night I ran away again. I first went to the 
gutter outside of the closed fruit-store. But the apple 
was gone. It was the first terrible disappointment in 
my life—the loss of that worm-filled, shining apple. 

Two hours later I was staring into the night with 
hard, hurt, bitter eyes from behind the slats of a cattle- 
car—headed west. 

Three long years of labor as a hired-hand, and then . . . 


T WAS a hard year. Hundreds of thousands of men 

were walking the streets of the cities. while other 
thousands of men harvested crops for which there was 
no market. [| remember that even as a child | was be- 
wildered at the strange mixture of complete prosperity 
and utter want that stood side by gide all over the 
country. Bankers offered loans at one per cent. and of 
any amount, or free of interest for one year, but could 
not move the money in their vaults. Farmers were bank- 
rupt in the midst of an overwhelming yield from the 
crops, while men in the cities starved for lack of food 
that cost double the usual prices. Food riots, labo: 
trouble, gaunt, bewildered. angry faces were every- 
where, and my own misery passed unnoticed in a land 
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where misery had suddenly become commonplace 


You do not believe it? It 1s a matter of history, and 

matter that was repeated almost every seven years im 
the United States up until that year 

| sneaked and stole scraps of food, and, somehow, 
reached New Orleans. | was wild, ragged; | was 
desperately bitter against all the world that mght | met 
fom (Reilly. It was on the dark, rain-swept levee 
about six miles above New Orleans 

| had not eaten for two days, and there was a tever 
inme. | saw a hobo eating a stolen chicken, and clubbed 
him ovet the head. But | was so weak that | actually 
did not hurt him. He rose with a roar of rage and 
lifted me to fling me into the river 

“Drop him!” said a calm voice 

lhe hobo stiffened, and | saw his eyes roll around 


| ROP him!” repeated the voice. the calm. soft 

tones striking terror into a man who would have 
cursed and fought under most circumstances. And the 
hobo dropped mc 

\ time later | opened my eyes and realized with a 
flush of shame that | must have fainted. | was hot, 
tired, muddled, and drank.some soup that was thrust 
on me, and... | don't know! 

It was yellow tever, then next to small-pox in the 
dread it inspired in the hearts of common people. | 
have since seen whole towns that were deserted in a 
half hour upon the mere report that there was-a case 
of yellow fever in their midst 

But Tom O'Reilly was a doctor—a hobo doctor—and 
stuck to me for two weeks, while | tossed and raved of 
yellow and red apples with worms in them. 

A week after | was on my feet, Tom O'Reilly went 
tc the door and stared at the sky. 

“It's a fine might,” he said. “Let's go to South 
America !” 

| didn't know wheré South America was. but had he 
said, “let's go to Halifax!” | would have grunted 
and gone, even as | grunted that night and went 
with him down the mud-spattered levee to New 
Orleans where | boarded a stinking banana boat 

I was eighteen then 

Tom O'Reilly edu 
cated me when he had 
time, and absorbed 
learning experi- 
ence as a blotter ab- 
sorbs ink. It was a 
strange mixture of an 


“It's a fine night, 
Jimmy O'Hara, my 
lad!"’ he cried gaily, 
and sank back 


education thar Tom Reilly gave me in the ten years 
we were together. It included the Lords Prayer—Tom, 
in spite of his name, was a Presbyterian —Ingersoli’s Lee- 
tures, algebra, knife-fighting, riding, swimming, tabie 
manners, anatomy, French, Spanish, Portuguese, shoot 
ing—revolver and rifle—boxing, a fair medicinal educa 
tion, poker, and—the Code. The Code was, “Hit hard, 
but fight fair”. 

Ten years with Tom: ten years of hardships and gay. 
joyous songs and laughter. Ten years of star-gazing, 
and the constant remark, “It's a fine night! Let's go to 
China!” or India, or England, or Alaska. or Varts 
And we'd go. 

Ten years of cattle-boats, obsolete wind-jammers. 
wild horses on the pampas, railroads, automobiles 
canoes, pack-horses, and on foot. Ten years and 
then the Great War! 

We went together into the Foreigm legion, and there 
came a night when things were quiet. Tom stretched 
himself and stared at the stars. 

“It's a fine night— he murmured, and a_ bullet 
caught him in the temple. He lifted himselt for 
second after he dropped, and smiled at me 

“It’s a fine. mght, Jimmy ©°Hara, my lad!” he ered. 
gaily, and sank back. “Let’s—go—to and he died 
while | sat and held him against my breast and stared 
stonily at the stars until after a time my grief was les 
sened enough for tears. 

They gave me a medal for the way | fought after 
that. They said | fought for France, and kissed me, 
and | bore with them, and fought harder——but not for 
France. Until, presently, the War was over. 

You men who have been in it—and there have been a 
lot of you-—will remember that night after the Armistice 
Some of the men went for women, some got howling 
drunk, some gambled like madmen, and some ‘sat out in 
the tortured, shell-shattered. blood-stained 
fields as | did. and stared into the dark. 
Two months later | was wustered out 
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‘Danny!’ she gasped. ‘‘Don't! 
and slipped into an American transport with a bunch 
of Yanks I had met. Nobody said anything about my 
fighting in the French Army instead of the American 
Army, and they accepted me with the philosophy that 
one more did not matter. 

| have never talked much in company. Sometimes | 
talked for hours to Tom, in the old days, but Tom had 
yone West, well—there was no one to talk to, and noth- 
ing to say. So | went my silent way for a year—work- 
ing at this or at that, dropping it to wander, restless, <is- 
satisfied, unhappy, lonely. Until one day I was back in 
New York. 

| took a room on the East Side with a Portugese 
family, and a job as a longshoreman. It paid fairly 
well—enough for my néeds—and I cared for nothing. 

But there was a new hunger stirring in me. A long- 
ing for companionship. There were nights when | used 
to walk up and down before the doors of certain dance- 
hall houses, hating what would be found inside, yet half- 
insane for companionship. And, when | needed her, 
Kitty came into my life. 

She wasn't pretty, you understand, nor clever. but 
she was young, and gay, and honest, with great, dark, 
sparkling eyes. 


Don't look at me like that. 


You don't understand—"’ And then I got busy. 


| met her at a dance where | had gone in vague hope 
of meeting someone I knew. A man was speaking to 
her in French, and his words caused me to. stare in 
amazement at her laughing face. 

“Say,” I blurted out, “do you know French?” 

She gave me a startled look, hesitated, and then ad- 
mitted that she did not. The next instant I had knocked 
that fellow seven feet away. She grabbed my arm. 

“What's the big idea?” she blazed at*me. “Knocking 
ny fellow for a loop?” 


“FE YOU are a good woman,” | said crisply. “you 
would rather walk through this hall stark naked than 
have him repeat in English what he was saying!” 

[ turned and knocked the knife from the Frenchman’s 
hands, and spoke to him in his own language, using the 
Montmartre jargon which many [‘renchmen do not un- 
derstand, and he slunk away. 

“What did you say?” she asked, curiously. 

“I said ‘Beat it, or regret it!’ in French!” I told her, 
translating quite freely. And Kitty laughed. 

“TI like you, fellow!” she said, and that night I took 
her home. 

| saw her almost every other 


[Turn to page 126| 
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The girls don’t want college kids; 
they've outgrown ’em. 


HIREE of us sat in one of those so-called restau- 

rants where people dance between mouthfuls and 

drink between dances. Below us a long vista 
presented the spectacle of couples intimately facing each 
other. Beneath the pendent napery of most of the tables 
the vague spires of. bottles formed projections against 
the white. The atmosphere was impregnated with faint 
perfumes anddiscreet murmurs. It was four-thirty in 
the afternoon. New York was tea-ing up. 

The feminine member of our trio, one of the keenest 
observers, im spite of her comparative youth, of New 
York society from the favored position of an insider, 
said reflectively 

“Maybe it has happened before. Probably it will 
happen again. ut-~ she let her amused smile and 
lifted brows float the unuttered surmise away into space. 

“Most things that have happened before may happen 
again,’ | observed. “What is this particular one?” 

She leaned over the balcony where our fortunate site 
gave us a comprehensive view of what was going on 
below. “The social anomaly before your eyes.” 

“Nothing irregular about it that | can see.” said the 
third member of our party after a survey 


Author of 


‘Flaming Youth” 


says: 


“Young Man, 


You're being 
pushed off the map; 


she wants a 


companion who can pay 


for high speed!” 


“Because you're an outlander, Paul,” she continued. 

He is by predilection and practice a nomad, too seldom 
and too briefly in one place to be identified with any 
clique, city, or nation. 

“But I'm not,” said I, “and | fail to see anything 
unusual, either.” 

“Unusual? Did | say unusual? | should think it 
was quite usual. But you, as an observer of our modern 
foibles, ought not to be so stupid as to assume that be- 
cause a thing is usual, therefore——" 

“I don't,” 1 broke in hastily. My charming friend’s 
sting is likely to come at the end of her long and skill- 
fully constructed sentences. “As you suggest, | maintain 
a precarious existence by reflecting the amusing ideas 
of others. An alms, sweet lady. of your Christian char- 
ity. Tell me.” 

“Use your eyes, both of you,” she suggested. 

“Mine see,” said the globe-trotter, “a number of 
admirably dressed, correctly conducted young pevo- 
ple 

“Wrong already.” she interposed. 
per cent wrong. Go on.” 

“in no essential different from the youngsters of 


“At least fifty 


WARNER 


ten years ago when I last spent a winter in New York.” 

“Wrong again. This time one hundred per cent,” 
she replied. 

“You mean that they are different ?” 

“Human nature,” | interrupted with malign intent 
of stirring up my fair companion, “never changes; so 
how should they be different ?” 

Few women since the days of the original Medusa 
have been able to look both baleful and heautiful at the 
same time. This one could, and did, for | had trodden 
upon her pet toe. 

“Of all the piffle, tosh, flapdoodle and hooey ever put 
out,” she averred with an emphasis that made the world- 
wanderer blink, “this drivel about the present generation 
heing the same as their grandparents is the most 
nauseating.” 


“ID EING almost thirty, yourself, you should have a 
fine historical perspective on ancestral manners 
and customs.” I suggested. 

“You hush!” said Medusa. But her smile returned, 
which was worth all the trouble and more. “Those girls 
down there are about as much like the young innocents 
of forty years ago as the W. C. T. U. convention is like 
a DBacchic revel.” 

“The Bacchae,” remarked Paul, “if my memory 
doesn't trick me, were the young ladies who put on their 
summer furs and went out to unconventional dances on 
the. mountainside.” 


“And sometimes forgot to 4 _ 
come home the same night!” | & 
added. 


The eyes of our compaiion 
swept the floor below. “That's 
as it may be,” she murmured. 
“The pot ts that you've Loth 
missed the bull’s-eye. Look that 
crowd over. Leaving out half 
a dozen of the ancient die-hard 
dames who have dragged their gigolets here to danee, 
what would you say is the average age of the girls?” 

“Twenty,” hazarded Paul. 

“Make it five,” I amended. 

“Somewhere between,” said Medusa. 
the men.” . 

In the subdued and kindly light | examined the faces, 
and her meaning burst upon me. “‘Why, they're middle- 
aged !” 

“Nearer fifty than forty, most of them,” confirmed 
Paul. 

“All of that. There's your anomaly,” agreed Medusa. 

“Then, where are all the young men?” asked Paul. 

“Where were you when you were the age of those 


girls?” 


“Now, look at 


» EARNING how to tell pine from scrub oak in the 
Canadian woods,” answered the nomad. 

“And you, Warner?” She turned to me. 

“Working like the devil in a Western office and trying 
to write stories on the side.” 

“You weren't going around to expensive afternoon 
dances 

“Not I. Didn't have the money.” 

“Or you, Paul?” 

“Too busy. Didn't have the chance.” 

“That's the way it is today, except that the pace is 
hotter and the demands higher. The modern young 
man hasn't the time or the money to keep up with it. 
The established middle-aged man has. There you are!” 

‘But the rich, young eligibles——” 

“There aren't any. How many boys, even of wealthy 
New York families, have enough to drop casually the 


thirty-five or forty dollars that this simple little tea with 
trimmings is costing you? When they are in college, 
maybe. But these girls don't want college kids; they've 
outgrown ‘em. As for the young out-of-college set, the 
present tradition among worth-while people is to let the 
youngsters work for what they get, and if they do rate 
an allowance outside, it’s usually a modest one. Of 
course, there are exceptions where the boys are encour- 
aged to be wasters, but that’s in the newer and more 
splurgy lot; as a rule, the prospectively rich young chap 
of today has a sounder and saner attitude toward life 
than ever before.” 

“It seems to be different with the girls,” was- Paul's 
next surmise. 

“It is. They're liv- 
ing in a sort of com- 
petitive fever—which 
can go the fastest— 
and maybe the farth- 
est. It's in-the spring 
blood of the flapper -to 
go and keep on going 
—just like their 


She gave me a glance of lus- 
“And they are going to pick companions 
that can pay for high speed. That’s why the young men 
are heing pushed off the map.” 


grandmothers, what?’ 
trous malice. 


“They'll come back. Meantime, I suppose there's no 
special harm in this sort of thing,” said Paul as he 
drooped a hand toward the floor now pulsating in the 
staccato orgy of the Charleston. 

“Don’t be too sure. Do you think that a man of fifty 
is the most trustworthy companion for an excitable girl 
of twenty?” | Turn to pege 
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They were having 
the time of their 
lives, like two over- 
grown, silly school- 
boys. Everything 
was new ‘to me, but 
they made me feel 
very much at home. 


EN, will you please stop it!” 
He laughed and slowed the car down so that 
it was barely moving while he tried to pull me 
toward lim with his free arm. I wriggled away and 
moved over into the corner of his roadster. With an 
impatient shrug he clapped his foot down on the accel- 
erator and the car began to gain momentum. 

“Anyone would think you were the chief of the fire 
department answering a seven alarm call,” she said sar- 
castically, as he swung the car around a bend on two 
wheels. 

“Oh, don’t be silly, Len. I told you I had to be home 
by five-thirty or | wouldn't go with you. You know 
Uncle Dick always comes to the house for dinner on 
Fuesday nights——’ 

“Yes, but you never have dinner until six-thirty,” 
he broke in 

“Well, smarty! Mother asked me to please get home 
for dinner at six because Uncle Dick had to drive to New 
York to a lecture A—h-—h!" And I stuck my tongue 
out in his direction as far as it would reach. 

Len grinned and put his hand over mine for a minute 
and | nestled back beside him. 

“Anyone would think your Uncle Dick was King 
George, the fuss you make over him.” 

“He's a darn sight nicer than King George,” | said. 
“If he wasn't my uncle | would marry him tomorrow !” 

“It's a wonder you don't do it anyway—you're just 


crazy enough. I suppose Uncle Dick is the young man | 
should hold before my young eyes as a perfect model of 
manhood in order to win your fair hand, isn’t he?" 

“You couldn't win it if you held the whole army in 
front of you,” | informed him, and he burst into laugh- 
ter that almost choked him. 

In a few more minutes we were speeding up the hill 
to my house and Len brought his car to a stop with the 
brakes screeching in protest. Before I could scramble 
out of the car he had pulled me toward him with both 
hands and turned my lips up to his. Not that | didn’t 
want him to, but | knew Len well enough to know that 
anything he got easily he didn't appreciate! 

And that was more wisdom than my family gave me 
credit for. 

Dear Len! We had been friends and sweethearts as 
long as | could remember. People just naturally took it 
for granted that we would be married when we were 
old enough. Every once in awhile he said, “Say, when 
the devil are you going to marry me?” 

And | would answer, “When you grow up and get so 
you don't need a nurse!" 

Oh, we had all the joyous dreams of love and ro- 
mance, but we had also become so used to each other 
that we were like twin brother and sister. But there 
were nights when the moon cast a silvery spell of ra- 
diance over all the countryside. We would drive out to a 
litthe farm a few miles from town and listen to the 
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We saved our love 
und hoarded it like a miser hoards his gold! 
| went in the house that might and stole up to my 


maples whispering in the breeze. 


room without going in to see Mother. She would see 
my things on the chair.in the hallway and know that | 
was in. F didn’t want to break the thoughts that were 
nomy mind. Such thoughts of Len! Did | really love 
ium? Would [ always be happy with him? Would he 
vrow fat, and smug, and snap at me the way | saw so 
‘inany husbands snap at their wives ? 

(0h, | wanted to be sure, so sure, before | married 
um! . 

| lay dreanung on my bed for a half heur betore 
\other’s voice brought my thoughts to earth. 

‘\re you nearly ready for dinner, Mary?" she called. 

‘Ready in a jiffy, Mums,” [ answered, and switched 
on the hight. Staring at me was a picture of Len and 
another of Uncle Dick. | picked Uncle Dick's photo up 
and touched my lips to it. What a dear he was! If 
there were only a few more men like him in the world! 
tronzed and tall like the heroes at the summer stock- 
company downtown! 

Ever since | could remember he had carted me about 
on his shoulder, taken me to movies, bought me pres- 
ents, and told me he was going to find a girl like me to 
marry some day! When I was just a child | always 


had a crowd of howling, shrieking children about the 
One fall he gave me a football and then got us 


house. 


Wasted Years! 
—a Subject that 
Bangs the Keys 
—da Problem that 
Faces the Girl of 


all together and showed us how 
to play. 

» He stood behind the line coach- 
ing and calling out, “Come on, 
team! Come on, team!” | looked 
up and asked him who was 
“Team”. He laughed and said 
it was |. And to this day he calls 
me “Team” 

[ fussed myself so that he 
would take me in his arms and 
tell me that I was the prettiest 
Happer in Greenwood. 

He didn't miss his cue either. 
He yanked me toward him and 
squeezed me until [ squealed for help. Then he held 
ine off at arms’ length and said, “Team, you're going to 
lave every heart in Greenwood ready for the garbage 
man if you don’t stop getting prettier.” 

| giggled some silly thing and went in to dinner. We 
listened to Unele Dick tell us stories about his expedi- 
tions into .\frica, India, China and South America. 

“Who is this chap you're going to hear tonight, Dick?” 
Dad asked. 


“PDHIL RALSTON,” he said. “I'm going to sit down 

in the front row and laugh out loud all through the 
lecture. You know I went with him on one of his ex- 
peditions —the one he is going to lecture about tonight. 
im fact. So if he tells any wild tales that sound fishy, 
{m going to snicker out loud. He's a fine fellow—they 
don't come any better.” 

“Bring him up some time,” Dad said. 

“Lt will,” Uncle Dick answered, and then as an after- 
thought he looked at me and said, “but I'm afraid Team 
will vamp him.” 

[ blushed and laughed. Then he said, “Want to ga 
down with me tonight, Team?" 

“Oh, Mother, may 1?" I begged. [ didn't care 
whether he meant it or not—he had said it and that was 
enough. 

“How are you going, Dick?” Mother asked. 

“(Coing to drive.” 
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“He loves-me and I 

love him. It isn’t 

fair of you to hold 

him, to keep him 

when he wants to be 
free.” 


“Will vou be home she continued. 


fairly early?” 
“Yes, we'll have a bit of supper with Phil after the 
lecture, then right home.”’ 


“Wel—l—l,” she said uncertainly, “if you're sure she 
wont be in your way.’ 

Uncle Dick winked at me, and | winked back, so it 
was settled. 

\ll the way into New York, Uncle Dick told me 
stories about Philip Ralston until I could scarcely wait 
to see him. 

“Ile’s a ‘gimper’ if there ever was one,” Uncle Dick 
said 

“What's a ‘gimper’ ?” 

“Well, a ‘gimper’ is an expression the Americans in 
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the French air service used. It meant that a ‘gimper’ 
was a fellow who would never turn his plane toward 
home as long as one of his squadron was in trouble. 
He'd stick until the other fellow was headed for home. 
too—or dead. I’ve seen Phil risk his neck many a time 
for some worthless native who was in trouble in the 
African jungle.” 

I began to visualize Philip Ralston in my mind before 
I even saw him! 

When we arrived he had begun lecturing, but Uncle 
Dick made the usher take us way down in the front row 
where he had two seats. [| saw a tall man with coppery 
skin and a thatch of blond hair, standing on the platform 
as we came down the aisle. He looked toward us, an- 
noyed for an instant, and then his face lit with a smile. 
As Uncle Dick slid into his seat he stepped to the front 
of the platform and said, “The gentleman who was just 
seated in the front row was one of my companions on 
this expedition. Stand up, Dick, so they can see you!” 


NCLE Dick get to his feet and bowed while the 

audience applauded, and his face grew crimson 
with embarrassment. My, how proud | was, and I hoped 
that everyone would know that | was with him! 

In another few moments the lights went out and 
Phylip Ralston talked while lantern slides were thrown 
on the screen. For two hours | sat in awed wonder at 
the sound of his voice and the pictures. Uncle Dick was 
in most of them and chuckled every once in awhile as Mr. 
Kalston told some amusing incident [Turi to page! 37! 
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the Sea 


PART III 


“Js Valaima such a terrible girl that 


you must run away from her?” she asked. 


“No, it isn't that; it's because 


HAT winter the plan of my hie took definite closer to my brother Bartholomew than ever I had been 
form. By spring | had gone to Lunenburg with before. How that glorious third morning came with a 
a letter from my father to Captain John Beamish gale from the East blowing great guns and driving the 
and | began my training as a deep sea fisherman: cloud wrack across the sky before it. Life was in the 
That winter initiated me into the mysteries of life at air that morning. You could see it in the swing of the 
close hand. | saw the light of motherhood come into fisherman going down the crescent road; it was in the 
Valaima’s glowing eyes. | found myself continually warm-wet cup of a wake-robin | found in our front 
thinking about her and ever willing to do little things yard. But most of all, it was in the chintz-covered 
for her, anticipating her needs before she made them room; where for the first time for nearly a week the 
known. curtains were thrown back and Valaima. a paler gold 
And don't let me forget to 
say that the spirit of Bartholo- 
mew pervaded the big house on 
the hill. Even down in the vil- 
lage much was said about Bar- 
tholomew. He was gone, but 
life was going on. His heritage 
would live. 1 was of an age and 
frame of mind when such things 
made a deep and lasting impres- 
sion that would never slip away 
from me. 

It was with the first signs of 
spring that the new small voice 
made itself plaintively heard. 
But the long cold winter had 
told on Valaima, and there were 
three nights in a row when the 
shadow of death fluttered over 
the big white house. Three 
nights that | forsook my bed and 
paced back and forth 
across my father’s room 
that was now mine. It 
is all as vivid to me 
now as it was then. 
How for hours | stood 
by the window looking 
down past the Cape to 
the open sea; how it 
seemed that | yas 


Somehow I felt 
closer to Mary 
Strong after that, 
and it made a 
difference in my 
feeling towards 
Valaima. 
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se: all the vil 
to me ol 
my and charts 
the | 
Salt [sland 


talked 


was old 


irs without 


Viatt 

he ways of th ‘a, and when he 

"hillips ar! day that spring 
out of the harb ind said he 


with me, knew at once that 


would be worth hearing. 
when we to his house to 
nunute rough an old sea 


SLIP 
lor a 
i letter. 


me that, bov.” he 


John Leanish, up to Lunenburg 

trom John myself, and hes waiting tor you 
weres a berth for you on the blue Mary and a 
otf the Banks will be teachin’ 
ws such as you won't be findin’ in Captain 
mgs books charts Che books are the things 
you 


Thien trie 


tather vave said; “Its to 


Wor? 
Sable Island 


and 
have m your head, boy, when the time comes tut 
ip betore the examimers, and they re all very well 
+; but when you stand on the deck of a ship 

ur own, and merry hell comes roarm down on you 
mm the nor’east, and only God in Lleaven and the teel 
mu have tor weather will pull you through—when that 
will come-—then it’s the thing's 


island Lanks that bring 


ay comes to vou, as il 


Sable will 


ou tl 


learn on the 
home.” 
clapped his 
chortied, “Im out o 
| be the startin’ o° you, lad. 
you Started You 
john Leamish’s vessels. 


shoulder 
such a 


hand on my 
breath trom 
\nd youn 
cant get 


Now, lad, 


\latt 
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ncie 


speech it 
ood tather 
ur wrong on one o 


wanted right. 


can vou 
‘| can pack tomyght. They don't need me on the hill 


ow Alig 


mswered simply 


vo up to the Passage m the morning,” | 
“And Im‘ thanking you, Uncle Matt, 

or what you ve done.” 
that’s the spirit, Jethro lad,” Uncle Matt said. “It's 
o thanks [ll be wantin’ save that you do a good job. 
he days work, good weather and bad, that makes 


with my 
more 


road home 
thinking ot 


vent back up the 
rin my pocket. | was 
work. was 


what Captain 


n he day > 


unking of 


eh. my 


a worthy skipper. you'll know where to come. 
head 


virl:” he had sand to her. She had buried het 

against his shoulder and had answered, “Yes, Father.” 

ND now the first real step had been taken. | was 

gong to Lunenburg. | was preparing myself for 

the day when [ would call upon Captain Strong to, make 

cood that promise. But more than that, | was thinking 

if Mary Strong would hold to what she had said that 

day on her tather’s ship. If she too would remember! 
« t * * 

Chere were tour years on the Sable Island Banks. 

Four years of the warp and 

woot that goes into the life of 


“When 
you ve 
turn 
I'm still 


ony had said to me 
and 
you can 


time comes 
way, 
erennah Strong, i 
ve, and the best that | have 
ours.” sO 
mee again | was 
he deck of the Siumtag Star, 
ould see him as he reached to 
and caught up Mary 
irms. “If in the days 
the Strong fleet needs 
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back on 
end 

~ j 
you in the 


owl 


THE JUDAS KISS 
I eve 


startling 


found 
from 
that we're going to give it 
next 


May 


a sailor. The workaday rou- 
tine im foul weather and fair 
that puts the mark of the wind 
in your skin, that puts the fear 
your heart, that 
shows you the utter cheapness 
ot lite, spurs you on to risk 
your own a thousand times to 
heip a fellowman! And I had 
tour straight years of it— no, 
two days of them | came home 
with a master's papers and a 


this story, okt” 


beginning to 


issue—out 


_ 


‘*Fine,’’ said jim. ‘‘See you later.’ And they were gone 


mate's commission. Of course I didn’t go as an appren- 


tice. or it would have taken me longer. And in looking 
hack | couldn't for the life of me tell on what certain 
day | learned a thing of my craft. It was just as Uncle 
Matt had said. In the day's work—all of them put to- 
gether end to end—lI had learned my trade. 

But there were days in that four years that still live 
in my memory. In the first place, it wasn't so easy to 
get away. I hadn't given it a thought that night as | 
went up the hill from Uncle Matt's. 1 would pack my 
sea-hag and leave for the Passage in the morning. Yet, 
when | mentioned it to Mrs. Burton and Valaima at the 
supper table, the atmosphere of the room suddenly be- 
came taut. 

“Why, Jethro!” Mrs. Burton exclaimed. 

Valaima said never a word, just looked at me, but in 
her eyes was that hunted look | was always afraid of —A 
look that was of something hurt and at the same time 


venvetul. | couldnt understand it 

Supper went on in silence after 

that. As soon as it was over | went 

up to my room and began packing 

But it had become a task and not 

at all the simple thing | had imag 

ined when | talked to Uncle Matt. 

| toyed with my books, undecided which to take and 
which to leave behind. 

And all the time, as | slowly collected my things, | 
waited tensely—for Valaima’s knock on the door. As 
the hours went on and on and no knock came, | began 
debating with myself whether or not I should go down 
and get her. | decided against that finally, but it was a 
hard thing to do. I tried thinking of Mary Strong—ut 
Mary Strong had suddenly become little more than a 
dream. And she was miles and miles away. Valaima 
was just below—just at the turn of the stairs. 


HY in the world had she looked at me that way at 

the supper table? Why couldn't she wish me god 
speed? I laughed softly to myself. Even as the phrase 
came into my mind it had a funny twist to it. But as | 
laughed I knew that,\alaima had a hold on me; the win 
ter just past had not gone for [Turn to pave Sb 
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HEY tell to talking simply, as lonely folk will do. 
Hopeless men and homeless men. sitting! close together. 
In the frosty silence of the night-swept city park 
Three men whose faith had Hed. whose souls knew winter weather! 


One of them was youny and slim, his eyes were blue and vivid: 
What a pity that a sleeve hung limply at his side! 

One of them was middle-aged, and on his face lay heartache. 
Oh. he had the look of one whose dearest dreams have died! 

And one man was old, and bow ed, and broken by life's pressure, 
And yet he wore his silver hair with quite an air of pride. 


Suddenly the youngest spoke blue his eyes and wistful 

“Funny. aint it, so he said, “not a place to rest... 
Gosh. that night at Belleau Woods.” (he could shrug one shoulder!) 

“Sort of seemed that | was through . #8 Might have been well, best!” 
Wearily he shivered. for a wind barrage was swirling 

Through the unprotected park, and he was thinly dressed. 


“It was colder . . . said the man who had lived with sorrow. 
“It was colder, much, than this. on th’ night she went 
We were poor, most awtul poor... There wasnt any hre 
And she wondered at th last “ he choked “‘about th” rent « + i 


Like a voice from far away. the aged man spoke slowly : 

“When | played with Booth.” he said. “the spothyht used to glow 
With a sort of radiance it's hard to make you see it 

Almost like the moonlight on a held of untouched snow. 
All the world was very gay we lived upon the hilltops 

When | played with Booth.” he sighed, “but that was years ago!” 


Hopeless men and homeless men. sitting close together 
In the silence of the park ; again the youngest spoke 
“Gosh,” he said, “Dm hungry! Say. I'd sell my soul 


For a dish o ham an eggs an’ one thin cig t smoke!” 


Bragged the second, broken man, “You never saw 
such pancakes 
As she made... AW golden brown with 
syrup on ‘em, too; 
Always had ‘em Sundays with a bit of country 


sausage. 
Say. she was the hnest cook this city ever 4 
new!” 


Gently spoke the oldest man: “Ah, Booth and I had 
coffee 

Often-times. together, when the evening show 

was through!” 
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4 Slice Present-Day Drama /om Big City Life 


By CHISTIOLM 


“Coffee?” asked the slender boy. And then: “Hf we had money, 
We could geta feed. us three, at some hash slingin place . . 

Maybe we could hock something though I'm right down to’ bottom! 
Both © you are broke. I s pose? he raised an eager face. 


Said the man with silver hair. “My boy. I once had plenty, 
But I've just one thing. this hour, that’s worth a lot to me, 

Here it is ‘he fumbled in a sagying. threadbare pocket ; 
“Here it is “he held it for the other two to see. 

Just a theatre program that an artist's hand had dated. 
That an artist's hand had signed, in days that used to be! 


; oh, his head was lifted! 


could sell it.” said the man, ““but 
when memories are sweet... 


“Cotfee doesn't mean so much 
I] could sell this autograph for several splendid dinners. 
But a heart can suffer loss. though there 1s food to eat!” 


Eagerly the second man was opening his waistcoat, 

“See. this picture frame is go/d. he said. and in his hand 
Lay a locket. ruby set—but.no ... I couldn't sell it. 

For, you see, it holds her face . . I guess you understand! 
This is all that's left. you see, of.all th’ love she gave me 

This is all that's left of it th’ happiness we planned!” 


Laughing. just a little bit, the boy reached in his shirt front. 

Drew from it a metab disc with sudden. tender care: 
Just a dise of bronze that hung upon a faded nbbon 

This.” he said, all I got he showed the Croix de Guerre. 
“But I'd hate t° part with it for ham an’ eggs an’ coffee 

‘Cause | swapped my arm for it. one evening, Over There . . .” 


With his treasure in his hand the second man sat 
speechless. 
But his face was touched with peace, a6 
though a race were won. 
With faint pride the old man spoke —But what,” 
he said, “is hunger? 


Often-times | supped with Bol when the 


last act was done 


Silent men and hungry men. huddled elose 
together—- 
Each with something salable that would 
buy warmth and bread; 
Three men staring dreamily across the 
winter weather. 


(“Hyacinths to feed the soul—™) a 


poet one time said. 


? 
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UNDREDS of people every season go on the 
Triangle Tour, traveling from Vancouver up 
into Alaska and over to Jasper Park Sut | 
doubt if two people ever undertook the journey with 
higher spirits than my sister Jean and |. We stood on 
the stern of the shade deck while the Queen 
Charlotte steamed out of Burrard Inlet into 

english Bay. To the left of us lay 

the lights of Vancouver; forward 
on the right the twin peaks of 
The Lions ghostly 
against the might — sky, 
eternal guardians of the 
harbor 

Adventure excite- 
ment romance 
were the things my 
sister and | were 
secking. And we 
had not a doubt 
in the world but 
that we would 
find every one 
of them before 
our journey 
ended 

Suddenly I 
heard a voice 
beside me: 

“Beautiful, is 
it not?” 

[even before | 
raised my eyes | 
knew it was the 
man | had noticed 
earlier in the lobby 
of the Hotel Van 
couver. He was the 
type of man who 1s 
conspicuous anywhere, 
with no apparent effort to 
be so. Tall, very dark, 
with black hair and eyes and 
an olive skin, he was quite 
evidently foreign. 


IS light gray tweeds and soft 
felt hat were worn with the 
easy air 6f a man accustomed to th 
informality of such sport-clothes. My 
heart skipped a beat as | answered 
him 
“Yes, it’s lovely.” 
“Your first trip?” 
Within a few moments we were chatting away 


Speed Ahead! 


“* 4 Crazy Faunt!’ He Called Our Trip. Then 
He Said Something About a Roadside Flower and Happiness” 


wait forthem? Let's 
together 


59 


like old friends. He had made this trip many times, 
it seemed, and considered it one of the most beau 
tiful in the world. His work, he told us, had something 
to do with the gold mines in Hyder, and he made fre 
quent trips between Alaska, British Columbia and “the. 
States.” 
\s we steamed out past the Sound, my heart 
told me with every excited throb that 
at last | had found what | was 
looking for. The mystery of 
night and the dark had tinged 
the world with unreality. 
We might have been on 
the good ship .fdventure 
itself, sailing phantom 
seas to the Land of 
Romance. | felt like 
an eager child 
a-tiptoe on the 
edge of a new 
world 
Just two weeks 
before, sis- 
ter and I had 
been following 
our sober rou- 
tine at Miss 
Lennox’s 
School for 
Young Ladies. 
When the rush 
graduation 
was over, | sat 
one day in my 
office, taking a 
mid-monthly bal- 
ance of the books: 
lean had gone to 
town to do the banking. 
Figures figures 
figures! There was an 
error of three cents which 
] was pursuing up and down 
columns through the ledger, 
voucher book, journal—an end- 
less search! My head ached, my 
hack ached, the pencil slipped in my 
perspiring fingers. Suddenly a_ cool 
brecze strayed in straight off the snowy 
peak of Mt. Tacoma. | looked up to 
-see its white summit etched against the 


you and I." sky. Mountain tops, eternal snows—and 


the blue skies of June! And here I sat 


hunched over a desk, wasting my life away chasing a 
miserable three cents through the columns of a ledger! 


} flung the pencil into a tray, slammed the book 


| 
| 
- 


shut and started 


o my teet Just 
hen the door 
opened, closed 
wain, and there 
stood lean 
me agaimst it, her 
eves sparkling, 


her cheeks tlushed, 
ind her arms full 
railroad fold- 


rs 


Getty!" 
she gasped, all 
of breath 
‘the most won 
dertul trip! Let's 
not go last) on 
ihe transcontinen 
tal. this only 
costs a hundred 
lollars more. And, 
Betty eighteen 
days of heaven! 


The Inside [as 
sage, Alaska, Jas 
per National 
Park, Great 
takes, Uhousand 
islands, Quebec 
oh, Betty, say you 
will 

\W\ ould |! 

Within an hour 


we had drawn 
from the bank 
every cent we had 


saved tor two 
years. [we years 
ot economizing by 
sacrificing plea 
sures, skimping on 
vacations, making 
uur own clothes. 
\t the end of another hour we had made a deposit to 
engage our passage and started out on a perfect orgy ol 
buying. Our equipment would not have shamed a bride 

As the day of departure drew near, | was living in a 
pertect maze of nervous excitement. Between clearing 
up ihe work in my office and shopping expeditions and 
irying interviews with Dick, who claimed most of my 
evenings, | felt many times on the verge of hysteria. 
Dick—“Old Faithful” we had named him long ago 
could not understand it. “A crazy jaunt” he called our 
trip and solemnly quoted to me that “happiness ts a 
ioadside flower that grows along the path of duty.” 

Che phrase echoed in my mind now as | leaned over 
the rails edge. What did Dick know about it? [lis 
idea of happiness would be to marry me and settle down 
to a drab existence. What did he know of the Islands 
ot Romance? [ looked again into the dark eyes of the 
siranger smiling down into mine. Dick was wrong—otf 
course. 

“It's one o'clock, 
elbow. 

We said good-mght, lingeringly. Not until Jean and 
| reached our stateroom on the starboard deck did | look 
at the card he had given me. 

VM. Paul Duval. 

\gain | felt the pressure of his hand on mune and 
saw once more the prothise in his dark eyes as he had 
murmured: “! shall see you in the morning!” 


Letty ! Jean was tuggimy at my 


After placing him under arrest, they had put me in charge of the ship's doctor 


1 went to sleep with that promise singing at my heart 
and awoke with it in the morning. ; 

Such a morning! Sunshine and blue water and the 
deep green of mountain slopes rising sharply on each 
side. The Queen Charlotte steamed quietly along the 
Inside Passage. which was as smooth and calm as a 
broad river between the mountainous shore and_ the 
chain of islands cutting us off from the sea. How glad 
we were that we had spert our last cent for clothes (o 
fit imto the spirit of such a day! 


TEAR the door of the dming saloon we found ['aul 
a “waiting for us. He had made arrangements for us 
all to sit at one table and had invited, as a fourth, the 
ship's wireless operator, a young Englishman by the 
name of Nelson Gregory, who had been gassed during 
the war and had taken on this work because it gave him 
the chance to be out-of-doors in a climate which was 
restoring his health. 

We hked Nelson Gregory at once. tle had 
brown hair, frank blue eyes, and a cheery grin. (tf 
medium build, his figure was nevertheless sturdy and 
well set off by the uniform of a ship’s officer. By the 
end of the meal an observer would have thought us life- 
long friends, .\nd no one in the world could have mis- 
taken the light of admiration in Gregory’s eves as he 
looked at Jean. 
That morning we spent exploring 


CTIsp 
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ITQUOR is not a big reason for marriage 
troubles. It is named in only 6 letters 
out of several hundred written by men 
for this month’s contest. 

Mothers-in-law were mentioned in only 
8 letters. 

Religion is named in only one letter. 

The Other Man is mentioned in 15 letters. 

The Other Woman is blamed in 36. 

Gambling broke up 22 homes. 

What, then, are the Real Reasons as shown 
by the true experiences of Smart Set 
readers? 

Here is a lesson for husbands that should 
strike home. We have gone out for an honest 


Wild Life 
$100 Prize 


| LOST my wife because | proved to her that I was 
unworthy of any good woman’s love and respect. 

| took Nan from a home of ease and comfort. Lov 
ingly she worked and saved to help me build a home. 

| realize now how patient she was with me when the 
wild streak within me took me from her night after night 
when she needed me most—nights, when with her work- 
basket filled with litthke garments that she was making, 
her sad eyes would follow me, and her chin would quiver 
as | started out for an evening with “the boys” 
When Nan saw 
our home tottering, she talked to me and told me how 
untair | was and how lonely she was without me. My 
answers were almost brutal 

(One night, several months later, she threw her arms 
around my neck begging me to stay with her, whispering 
she feared she might need me. Telling myself it was 
only a ruse to keep me with her, | laughed at her. 

| did have manhood enough left to be miserable all 
evening, and left early determining to apologize and be 
kinder to her. But my good intentions came too late. 

Vith a thrill of the old love sweeping over me, | 
opened the door. Silence greeted me; the work-basket 
stood there empty. She had needed me and I had 
failed her 

Frantic, | called her mother’s home. A maid an- 
swered. She told me Nan had been found on the floor 
in a fainting fit. She was now in [Turn to pode &c! 


| seldom stayed at home an evening 


Prize-Winning Letters 


SMART SET’S Report of the Real Reasons 


review of reasons and found them overwhelm- 


ing in their littleness. Just as in everything 
else, life has been made harmonious or ugly by 
the constant repetition of little things from 
the moralists’ viewpoint--but giants from the 
viewpoint of the people affected 


Money, Jealousy, Neglect, Selfishness, 
Lack of Appreciation these are the five 
reasons given over and over again in letter after 
letter after letter. Neglect leads them ali with 
even more wrecks to its credit than Jealousy. 
Money, Lack of Appreciation, and Selfish- 
ness run neck and neck for third place in this 
race of faults. 


Other reasons there are—plenty of them. 
Here are some. I wish every husband in 


Money 
$50 Prize 


AM a failure, as America counts success and failure 

My wite left me for a man who had wrested from 
society the money to satisfy her desires. | had not 
done SO 

| have a clean and lengthy record as house surgeon 
of a county hospital where | enjoy a pleasant popularity, 
but the “live wires” all passed on from this post to 
better paid work and | did not 

| married young, and our marriage was a love match. 
Maida used to be full of romance in those old days. 
Then poetry, nature, and a fire on the hearth seemed 
more essential to her than fur coats, servants, and orien- 
tal rugs. But her star of love was not long in setting. 

As our little girls came to us, our expenses soared while 
my income, alas, did not. We were blest with five splen- 
did children, pretty, clever girls of whom both Maida and 
I are very proud. Maida wanted advantages and luxuries 
for thent as well as for herself. 

Felicia, our oldest, has a wonderfully fine mind and 
the promise of unusual beauty. I suppose Maida never 
realized that it hurt me cruelly to see how the child 
would be handicapped by not having a father who could 
afford to educate her. Yet my salary would hardly 
stretch over the seven of us. There was no extra money 
with which | could buy a new practice or make some 
such change. 

To Maida, as the years rolled by, came a conviction 
that a man who fails to make [7urn to page o} 


America could read this list and memorize 


—and of the So-Called “Little Things” 


all the reasons given in the letters submitted 
to the contest, showing them in the order of 
their importance: 


The Surprizing Results ! 


it. | think we should have far less trouble if 
this were possible. We are showing below 
Causc Number 
Took wife's love for granted 37 
10 
Total number of letters. ... 


Jealousy 
$50 Prize 


2 “Man Without a Country” could not have felt 
the tragedy and heart-break of life more keenly 
than I—a man without a home 

No woman had ever interested me in all my thirty- 
seven years until | met Jean. She was private secretary 
for the manager of a firm with which I did considerable 
business, and after a brief courtship | persuaded her to 
marry me. | was in fairly good circumstances and could 
have made life a little corner of paradise for both of us, 
it | had possessed even ordinary judgment. 

Jean was only eighteen, and she had been used to the 
pleasures natural to that age. She had a number of 
triends and frequently attended dances at their homes. 
After our marriage, | went with her a few times to 
these functions, but | could not dance. 

We were living in an apartment in town, but the 
demon of suspicion and jealousy took possession of me 
and | decided that we were too near Jean’s friends. 
Several times I had heard whispers about the disparity 
in our ages and the prediction that Jean could never 
endure life with “that old stick” 

I bought a place within driving distance of my busi- 
ness, but far enough out to keep Jean's friends away, as 
none of them had a car. The house was in an isolated 
location, and during the winter days Jean was alone 
with her books and her Victrola. She made the house 
a real home for me, but | could see a look of unsatisfied 
longing in her eyes when she would [Tura to page &5| 


Cause Number 
15 
lailed to make love after marrwuge........ 
10 
Husband neglected appearance... 5 
Wife superior in education..........000.0006: 4 
Husband too affectionate... 3 


Neglect 
$50 Prize 


ARION and I have been married six years now 
and have a little son. | think he looks like his 
mother, but she thinks he looks like me. 

When Marion and I were married | was a salesman 
in a shoe store. | had worked there some five years. 

Marion had always been accustomed to work, as there 
were nine children in her family. She hadn't seen much 
of life—not very many dances or shows. 

After we were married, and she had a little more 
money than she had been accustomed to, she was rather 
extravagant. Clothes and perfumes; miatinées and 
knick-knacks. ©f course, | didn't begrudge her the 
money. But | wanted a store of my own 

I hated to say much to Marion, but, after a year of 
this, | made up my mind that | would tell her more about 
my plans. 

She was angry when | told her to go slower with the 
money. She said she married me to have a little money 
of her own to spend. It hurt me a great deal—her say 
ing that. But I stood firm. 

Well, it got so I did some night work in order to make 
more money. Marion didn't like my being away so much, 
so in time she began going out with her unmarried sister. 
Soon they met fellows at dances, and the first thing | 
knew she was quite infatuated with the young sheik 
whom she had met. 

A few weeks later when | came home, | found her 
gone and a note on her dresser [7urn to page 80) 


ceith Bonfires—Flaring, 
and then the 


HiLAD always lived on a tarm up in the Gisreat Lakes 
country \s tar back as | can remember. tt was 
he only home | had ever known \nd all through 
vars there had been Roddy First as a little bevy, 
lyed with me through the snow to the brick school 
Corners logether we struggled against wind 
sleet \lany, many times he reached ovt for my 
and helped me across the rougher places More 
once he picked me up when | fell headlong into a 
snow 
\hen he mmshed high school and went away to col 
ill there was lett tor us together were the summet 
mths. Warm, bright days, long, cool evenings when 
ove along the lake front, watched the moonlight o1 
vater, talked of the tuture—Roddy’s future! 
vas during lis jumor year in college that Roddy 
nvited me over for the foothall game on 
viving, and the house-party over the week-end. 
the time | recenved that letter with its welcome 


All through the years 
there had been Roddy 
Together we skipped to 
the little brick school at 
The Corners— and then 
over the short-cut home 


Magnetc, kascinatng— 


Red Embers! 


mivitation, | m the clouds. | spent the nurs 
ning and planning. With a thrill of nervous ex- 
cnement, | stepped from the train in the little college 
town and laughed right into Roddy’s wistful, grev eyes, 
varm and bright with welcome. fle caught my hands 
and held me at arms’ length 

You're great, Hats, simply great! Youll knock ‘em 
all cold!” tle squeezed my hand and winked slyly as 
he reached for my bag. 

We went up Main Street and stopped at a little res- 
taurant patronized almost entirely by students Che 
tables were nearly all filled with groups of college boys 
and their guests. | responded gayly to the holiélay 
spin, the air ot suppressed excitement, the bizarre at 
mosphere \ly eves roamed here and there as | sat 
cross the table trom Roddy. acknowledging introduc- 
uions, laughing, talking. at case 

Phen, without any warning, | found myself looking 
straight into the micest eyes | have ever seen—- laughing 


// 
) 
— t ‘ 
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eves, full of joy, and love, and light. And something 
more. At that moment | met Joe Powell, Roddy’s 
room-mate. The world might have gone on ever the 


ame, had | never met Joe. He was the one disturbing 
quality, from the instant [ first felt drawn by his fasc1- 
nating eves. At the Frat house a little later, where the 
majority of the boys had given up their rooms to their 
visitors—according to custom—l dropped down on the 
bed and shut my eyes tight. Something in Joe's some- 
thing in his manner, something in his very nearness, 
attracted me, drew me, he'd me, strangely \ disturbing 
influence. | couldn’ 
name it. But | felt 
it, deeply 


A 


feverish 

excitement — | 
opened the neat tray ag 
eling bag where lay, om 
in all its gorgeous 
ness, my one and 
only evening frock, 
a filmy scarf, satin a 
pumps, and a dainty > he 
afternoon gown ol 


soft velvet. While | 
dressed for the dance % 
found myself 
4 


thinking about Joe. 
looking forward to 
the first dance with 
him, eager for tha: 
flash of approval m 
his eyes. | tried to 
remember that | was 
Roddy's guest, but it 
was no use. My F 
thoughts were 
centered on Joe. : 

Both Roddy and 
Joe met me at the 
foot of the stairs. | 
ran down part way, 
then stopped abrupt 
ly. A little thrill of 
joy leaped to my _ very 
finger tips as |] saw the un- 
mistakable light that flashed 
to Joe’s eyes. 

“Atta girl!” he cried en- 
thusiastically. “Where 
have you been all these 
years, as it is being said? 
Why hasnt Rod ever 
brought you here*before ?” 

I laughed and would 
have answered, but Roddy spoke first 

“Simply because I was afraid of losing her. And 
darn jealous ot you, old deat 


He gave Joe one ot 
those “friendly” shoves 
that sent him halfway 
across the room, but | 
didn’t miss the little 
whimsical smile that 
came to his lips. A big 
lump choked my throat 

The first dance, ot 
course, was Roddy’s 
\lso the second. (nd 
then Joe! With the 
first crashing notes of 


the orchestra, he gathered me in his arms hungrily, and 
we drifted off across the floor. That first, real contact, 
the glorious nearness of him, the feel of his arms, the 
warm freshness of his face so close. caught me,—-held 
me spellbound. [| relaxed in his arms, and the dance 
Was ovel 

“The next?" he whispered close to my ear. “May | 
have it?” 

“No!' Not the next!” | answered breathlessly, a little 
frightened at the strange feeling that had taken posses 
ston of me in those few momeits 

There were five or 
gt six before | danced 
with Joe again. All 

e nice boys, and good 
dancers. We talked 
football, student gov 
ernment, class spirit, 
bobbed hair, and 
cigarettes. (Ine very 
romantic —_collar-ad 
sheik insisted on 
showing me the cam 
pus by moonlight. 
\nother over-joyous 
youth, bubbling over 
with too much of the 
good “spirits,” felt 
confident that | 
would enjoy the eve- 
doubly if 
would only partake 
of his little silver 
Hask. When | re- 
fused, he helped 
himself liberally. A 
third suggested casu- 
ally that we walk 
out for a smoke 
Another made love 
to me outrageously, 
with all the ease and 
skill of a_ profes- 
sional movie star. 
lt was good to get 
hack to Roddy 
again; reassuring 
to feel his arms 
around me. There 
was something so 
safe about him: 
something so good 
and substantial 
! heard the sleigh-bells on the “Having a good 
clear night air. It was Roddy! time, Pats?” he 

asked, looking 
straight into my eyes as we glided smoothly over the floor. 

“The time of my life! It was glorious of you to ask 
me, Roddy! 


than that to have you,” he said warmly, 
and. 1 knew -that he was sincere. “It's unusual, 
you know, to see such ‘little-girl’ enthusiasm. Its great 
just to watch you. If you could see the light in your 
eyes! [t's worth a fortune!" He broke off with a laugh 
and turned to speak to someone on the floor. “The girls 
who come over for the house-parties usually are, or at 
least pretend to be, so used to it all—so sophisticated 
Isy the way.” he said abruptly, and there was a marked 
change in his voice and manner, “how do you like my 
buddy 
| was taken quite off my guard and started noticeably 


Roddy! Lots! I said laughingly. 
Everyone likes him. | think you've 
He smiled so frankly 
was 


“| lke him lots, 
“Joes a prince 
hit him pretty hard, Little Pal!” 
into my eves! Hlis manner was so casual that | 

completely deceived. 

“Lon't tempt me!” | warned him, laughing softly 
“When I fall, | fall hard.’ 

“Lucky Joe!” he sighed. “Myself, | think you have 
already fallen. Come on,—confess!” 

| looked at him quizzically. trying to puzzle whether 
it mattered one way or the other to him. “Roddy, you 
know there’s nothing to confess!" But . 


all the same | felt myself flushing hotly. 


“BERHAPS!” he said so quietly 

that | stole another puzzled 
glance. But I couldn't see his grey 
eyes. He had turned and was signal- 
iug to someone across the room. When 
he spoke again, it was casually. “Have 
a good time, Little One. Don't mind 
me! | was just wondering—" He 
paused 

“Wondering what, Roddy?” | 
curiously 

“Oh— 
had fallen. 
tell me. 
eyes 

[| laughed at him;* but oh. 
how exactly he had guessed the 
truth! The next dance with 
Joe only impressed it on me 
all the more. When he gath- 
ered me in his arms, | yielded 
in utter abandon to the thrill 
of his touch. 

On Thanksgiving there was 
the game, and a big bonfire on 
the campus that evening to cele- 
brate the victory. Tucked 
snugly between Roddy and Joe, 
with sweaters and blankets to 
keep out the wind, I scarcely 
seemed like a stranger there. | 
responded gayly to the spirit of 
the day, and felt 
almost as though 
| belonged to that 
happy, care-free 
crowd, young, 
gay, brimming 
tull of glorious 
enthusiasm. 
joined in the col- 
lege songs, the 
cheers, the fun on 


asked 


well,_how hard you 
But don’t bother to 
I can see it in your 


“Pats!” he said, “I 
know I can't begin 
to take Kis place in 
your heart.” He 
hesitated and 
turned back to the 
fire. I thought he 
would never say the 
words I wanted most 
to hear 


the campus that evening. | forgot completely that, for 
me. it would all come to an end too soon. The glow 
from the fire cast a warm, friendly light over the crowd 
of frolickers, celebrating in the best way they knew. | 
turned impulsively to Joe and smiled trankly into his 
eager, young eyes. His hand found mine beneath the 
blanket. 

“Pats! You're gorgeous in the firelight! I’m wild 
about you!” He pressed my hand, then reaching over me 
he said aloud to Roddy: “Don't you think we ought to 
keep her, Rod? She'd make an ardent little scout for 

the Alma Mater!" 

Roddy's grey eves 
were deep and dark in 
the firelight. Dut 
couldn't read the mean- 
ing hidden there. 

“L wish we could!” 
was all he said, so simply 
that | didn't dream it 
meant more than all Joe's 
ilattering words. 

After the celebration 
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was over and the fire had died down until there wer« 
only the red embers, we started for the Assembly Hall 
where there was an informal dance for the remainder of 
ihe evening. Roddy went ahead with the blankets and 
extra sweaters, leav- 
ing us trailing along 
slowly, hand in hand, 
still spellbound from 
the glow of the fire. 

Without seeming 
to do so, Joe led me 
apart from the others 
and came to a halt 
at a rambling, old 
stonewall. With a 
low cry he caught me 
to him and looked 
down into my face 
with searching, burn- 
ing eyes. I felt his 
warm breath, his 
face so close to 
mine. I clasped both 
arms tightly around 
his neck, relaxed in 
his arms, and closed my eyes. His lips found mine in 
the darkness. The glorious warmth and nearness of 
him, his hot lips on mine, his passionate embrace,—all 
went to my head. 

“Oh, Girl!” He kissed my face, my neck, my trembling 
mouth. “I have waited hours for this!” 

I was afraid. With an effort I aroused myself and 
struggled free from his arms. 

“Joe, we must go!" My own voice was husky. My 
heart was pounding like a hammer. My breath came in 
little frightened gasps. I was afraid to trust myself to 
stay with him. He attracted me so strangely, fascinated 
me so entirely. He did not try to keep me any longer, 
but started with me for the Assembly Hall. 

“It's the only time I'll have you—alone. Pats, I'm 
crazy about you!” 

That night | couldn't sleep. 1 lay with wide-open 
eves, in an agitated excitement, living it all over again, 
every smallest detail. The following day I left for home. 
It was hard to leave it all. Joe's farewell | read plainly 
in his eyes. And so did Roddy, for that matter. Roddy 
took my hands in both of his, and held me at arms’ 
length. Then he reached toward me and whispered 
something in my ear. I flushed and looked away. 

“Confess!” he teased. 

| couldn't answer. 

“I'm coming home for Christmas!” he announced. 
“Shall | bring Joe?" 

| couldn't say a word. My fingers fluttered restlessly 
in his hold. 

“Answer—yes or no!" 
| looked up into his face. 
“Yes!” | whispered and fled. 


ROM the car window I blew a little kiss to the two 
boys standing hare-headed on the platform. Roddy’s 
smooth dark hair contrasted noticeably with Joe's; 


. fluffy, like gold in the sun, ruffled by the wind. 


At home it was hard to settle down to the routine 
again. Only one thought kept the days bright for me. 
Christmas and Roddy !—would bring me Joe again! | 
dreamed. slept, talked, and lived “Joe”. It was hard 
for my mother to understand how | could be Roddy’'s 
guest and yet “rave” so continually about Joe. I washed 
dishes, scalded milk-pans, filled the kitchen wood-box,—a 
thousand little tasks that seemed more than ever dull 
and uninteresting. I polished the lamp chimneys—and 


saw Joe's eyes laughing at me. Or stirred up the red 
coals, and saw his eyes mocking me. 

At ‘last came the “Night Before Christmas” and a 
“Hox Social” at the brick school at The Corners. Roddy 
called up from town when their train came in, two hours 
late, and said that he and Joe would stop for me as soon 
as they could get out from town. 

iow well | remember that night! It was cold and 
clear. The oil lamp burned dimly on the kitchen table, 
already set for breakfast. The clock ticked awav che 
minutes up on the 
old-fashioned —man- 
tel-shelf. In the 
corner, near the coal 
bucket, a sleepy cat 
purred softly. [| ran 
to the window every 
few ‘minutes and 
looked out  impa- 
tiently at the white 
road. In the moon- 
light the barnyar« 
looked like a_ littic 
{urn to pade 
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Which Tells How a’ Fratd-Cat 


Broke Loose from Her 


Y GRA 
FATHER 
4 SPAULDING 
was about the finest 
looking man | had ever 
seen, until one terrible 


day when | was only 
about seven vears old 

ach morning he took 
the eight-thirty train to 
the city so. punctually 
that people said the flag 
man in the little house 
at the railroad crossing 
used to wake up and be 
vin waving his flag when 
heard (srandfather’s 
footsteps 

\t might all the wives 
along Maple Street put 
their supper on the fire 
when they saw him com- 
ing down from the five 
thirty-two, his stick 
swinging on his arm, 
lifting his hat with 
how here, a smile there. 
or a cheerful laugh 
for the children along 
the street. 

Think of it! Sixty 
years old, with snow 
white hair and a white 
\ andyke beard that wa 
always trimmed a- 
cleanly as the boxed 
hedge in front of the 
library Every time | 
see one of those talcum 
powder advertisements 
vith a pink and white 
haby being peppered with 
powder, l think ot 
(srandfather Spaulding 
nul the spic and span way he used to look in those days. 

| heard my father say lots of times that it took every 
penny of Grandfather Spaulding’s salary to keep him 
ooking so shiny and cheerful and clean. And | heard 
another man say one day that Grandfather Spaulding 
had every requisite for being a wealthy bank pre..dent, 

xcept the wealth, the position, and the bank! 

late one afternoon, the day after school was out for 

he summer, | was playing in front of the house with 
\iyrtle Hanson. The telephone rang and [| ran to che 

creen door to see if Mother heard it. Then | heard 
her say, “Hello'” 


Then someone in the back bean to applaud. 


Mother’s Apron: Strings 


There was a_ silence. 
ind | turned back to my 
play But another 
moment Mother came 
rushing out of the front 
door. her eves tilled 
with worry and fright. 

“Don't you go away 
from the house!” she 
cried at me and went hur- 
rving up Maple Street, 
leaving me standing there 
wide-eved. After [ saw 
her turn the corner, | ran 
hack to play with Myrtle 

Myrtle and [ spent 
about half of each day 
playing and the other 
half making up trom our 
quarrels. par- 
ticular afternoon Myrtle 
saw the boy who brought 
their cow froin the pas- 
ture driving it into the 
barn, and she began to 
twit me with the fact 
that my father had no 
cow. 

“Certainly has a cow !" 
said indignantly. 

“Oh, what story 


teller story teller 
story teller——”  sing- 
song. Then suddenly, 


“If he’s got a_ cow, 
where is it?” 

| was groping for the 
most likely place when 
Myrtle suddenly pointed 
her finger down. the 
street. her eyes popping. 
| followed her gaze and 
saw Mother walking be- 
side (rrandfather Spauld- 
ing, holding to his arm. Only Grandfather Spaulding 
wasn't bowing and smuling and lifting Ins hat lke he 
usually did. He was tapping his stick along on the side 
walk before him, each step slow and methodical, as 
though he were a person walking in the dark! 


FIRST didn’t understand, but | went running 

up the street and saw tears streaming down Mother s 
cheeks. She raised her fingers to her lips and [| fol- 
lowed behind them, quiet for once in my life. Peopie 
were glancing curiously out from behind screen doors, 
afraid to call out or ask what had gone wrong. 


I 
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When Mother saw him jump out of the car and handle me as if 1 were a doll, her eves grew wide 


Grandfather never went back to the city to work after 
that day. He just went tapping about town, straining 
and peering betore him to see his way. My, how so- 
licitous the town was about him at first! 

But soon they began to notice that he could see as 
well as anyone. when he thought nobody was watching! 
Then he became one of the town jokes. 

The reason for it all was this: Grandfather Spauld- 
ing’s firm had decided that he was too old to hold his 
position longer. His memory was going, and he wasn't 
as efhcient as some of the younger men they could get 
for less money. So they put their heart in a box, 
clamped the lid, and quietly told him he would have to go 


§9 


You see, Grandfather Spaulding couldn't face people 
and explain that he had lost his position. His pride and 
his vanity made him invent a hoax that he tried to carry 
through the rest of his life. 

That's why my story begins with Grandfather Spauld 
ing, hecause he was Mother's father, and she brought 
me up to be her daughter and Grandfather's grand- 
daughter! Maybe that is an awkward way of putting 
i, but vou'll understand what | mean. 

In this day and age, Grandfather Spaulding and 
Mother and I would all have been referred to as 
“applesauce”. We tried to put on a big front and make 
people believe things they knew better than to believe. 
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ecause they knew the truth. To them, we were fakers. deal of credit for that, because she sewed her fingers 
\nd poor Dad bore the brunt of mosc of it. Mother raw and strained her eyes keeping me looking like some- 
taught me never to believe anything that he said, be- thing that stepped out of a bandbox. | didn't know 
cause he was practical and sensible. [ut she overruled then that most of the things that went to make up my 
him ten to one, and she taught me to tell him little false- dresses weren't paid for until weeks after they were 
hoods so that she could get the things she wanted for purchased, or I wouldn't have been quite so proud of 
herself and for me. them or so disdainful of some of the other girls in school. 
Father was a bookkeeper in the bank in our town. 
But that didn’t lower our social standing. A bank clerk WAS always the first one to be invited_to every party. 
in Elton was somebody. 1 heard that talkative old Mrs. and no girl in school had as many beaus as |. But 
l.ockwood tell another woman in the church kitchen one Mother would let me go to parties with only tlie boys 
night during an oyster supper that my mother married whose fathers were someone in town. 
my father because she thought he was going to be presi- And whenever the Village Improvement Society had 
dent of the bank some day. Then her voice rose and ani entertainment or the church gave a pageant, Mother 
she cackled in laughter. always saw that | was the one who became the “Queen 
“The day she married him she threw away his of the May.” 
last chance of ever being anything much" in some way, when I was twelve, she man- 
\nd another day in the town aged to send me to the city once a 
grocery store when I told week for dancing lessons, and 
“Bill” Baldwin to charge | had begun my music 
some things I got for fl when | was only eight. 
Mother, one of the “And Mother 
men sittin g ranged to have a 
around the stove singing _ teacher 
called out, “You come to Elton 
better write it on once a week after 
ice, Bill!” she had organized 
How they all a class, so that I 
threw back ther could the 
heads and henefit of his in- 


laughed, while | struction ! 
grew crimson 1 don’t belittle 


with embarrass- any of those 
ment but tried to things because 
laugh to show Mother was am- 
that I thought it bitious for ~ me, 
was funny, too— but because we 
only | had no idea owed everyone in 
what they were town — and poor 
talking about Dad was almost 
then. ashamed to go out 
Everyone in on the street. He 
Elton called every- couldn't face his 
one else by his creditors without 
first name. Only blushing, but none 
a traveling sales- of them dared ap- 
man or an evan- proach Mother. 
gelist was Mister. She had a high 
But Elton was and mighty atti- 
just’ like every tude that left them 
other town of its confused and em- 
size—one bank, a barrassed and 
little brick floundering help- 
brary donated by lessly in the mid- 
dle of their de- 


the one wealthy * 

man in town, 2 mands. | 

school building on | learned in 
a high hill, a town later life that 
square made up orn remem- 
of thirty or forty “Yes, Franklin,” was all I could say - ered and stored 
stores in two and all I wanted to say. A every little story 


away tn the hack 
oi her brain, and if anyone sai anything to her or 
criticized her, she always had a return remark that 
ing trough in front of which wandering peddlers sold | quickly took the wind out of their sails and left them 
patent medicines, potato parers, and snake oil. badly beaten. I think people really hated her, but they 
\nd at every one of the stores on the square, my  idn't have the courage to cross her. — 
father’s credit was worth just about as much as it was And as far as I was concerned, | didn’t have the courage 
at the grocery store I mentioned. to breathe without first consulting her. She told me where 
Somehow, all during” my childhood | had the nicest | should go, how I should go, when | should go, and whv 
dresses of any girl in school. I'll give Mother a great ! should go. | never questioned ii. [7 urn to page 20} 
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three-story build- 
ings, a four-story wooden hotel that was the curse of 
traveling men, and in the center of it all, an iron water- 


Above: A striking still from the 
new First National picture 
‘“‘TRENE”’ , with COLLEEN MOORE 
and LLOYD HUGHES. 


Left: Close-up of Lloyd Hughes. 


Right: Colleen as she appears in 
her new role. 
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Lois Wilson 


Lousse Brooks 


Two glimpses of NORMA 
SHEARER in her new Metro- 
Goldwyn picture,‘‘ The Devil's 
Circus.”’ 


In circle: RICHARD DIX 
who plays opposite LOIS 
WILSON in “Let's Get 
Married.”’ 


Below: LOUISE BROOKS 
and ADOLPHE MENJOU 
in the new Paramount 
picture, ‘‘A Sociai 
Celebrity."’ 
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Right: MARION DAVIES 
and CREIGHTON HALE in 
the Metro-Goldwyn 
picture, ‘‘Beverly 

of Graustark.”’ 


In circle: GRETA 
NISSEN and WIL- 
LIAM COLLIER, JR. 
in ‘‘The Lucky Lady. 


Greta Nissen 


Below: DAVID TORRENCE, 
ELEANOR BOARDMAN and 
CHARLES RAY in‘“‘The Auction 
Block’’, Metro-Goldwyn 


Eleanor Boardman 
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Right: 
LONE has chosen to 
do any necessary re- 
ducing by leading 
California burros 
around against their 
wills. 


That's what LIL- 
LIAN RICH (left) 
has ordered as a 
diet for her saw- 
dust double. 


Above: LEATRICE 
JOY intends to keep 
in trim by nautical 
methods. The mo- 
tion of the shipserves 
to keep her athletic. 


Left: BABE LONDON 
has taken up _ the 
Charleston in order 
to gain the lissome, 
willowy slenderness 
she desires. 


Right: ESTELLE 
BRADLEY uses the 
anchor as an Indian 
club for her share of 
exercise. 
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“In the meantime I’ve got a few things to take care of,"’ I said 


erlus 


A Tale of the Desert, of Shifting Sand, 
of Caravans, of Arabs and Dancing Girls 


HE spell of the African night which had drawn me 
to the stranger and carried us both into the native 
quarter still held me in its grip. The café, the Arabs, 
the beauty of the dancing girl seemed elusive and far 
away. Only the terror in her eyes when she asked me 
to save her was real—and haunting. DBoardman’s warn- 
in ne back to me. Why had he warned me? 
WF vision focused upon the dim, white form lurking 
in the doorway across the street. 


HE vague voice of those wild drums—throbbing 

through the deep; mysterious distances of Tunis 

night like a sound almost suppressed by silences 
more passionately eloquent than itself—suggested the 
ugly menace Ah-na had begged me to save her from. 


In a twinkling my memory conjured all the stories I 
had heard concerning the crimes of a primal East against 
women. Olive and brown girls looked up at me from 
their tents of bondage with eyes that mirrored the 
despair and hopeless shame cf ravished Christian 
mothers. . They were girls whose bodies had been forged 
from the flame of the Orient, and whose souls had been 
drawn from the whiteness of the West, leaving them 
possessed of a physical and spiritual nature that clashed 
in agony. In each one of them I aw reflected something 
of the wistful weariness ; of the ardor aroused by savage 
music; of the bodily perfection; and, the tortured soul 
that belonged to Ah-na, the beautiful dancing girl of 
Tunis. 

And, because of this, | made my decision in favor of 
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this girl whose appeal had followed me from a street of 
sin like a strain of deathless music. I would be in the 
alley-way of the dancing hall at three o'clock in spite of 
Boardman’s warning that Ah-na’s story of danger was 
only bait to lure me into a Moslem trap . . . or worse. 

Boardman! 

His name swept my mind back to the necessity of as- 
certaining the identity of the white phantom lurking 
across the street. If Boardman were spying on me, there 
were two possible explanations of his espionage. 

The white man, who now belonged to the sun and 
desert countries between Suez and Burma, might be 
standing by to save me from what he would explain as 
“myself”; or he might be waiting to thwart my rescue 
of the girl who had made his eyes burn with a fever of 
desire, so he could save her for himself: Boardman was 
a man whe got what he wanicd 


“1 saw it all from my window, Monsieur.” 


Lf an Arab lurked over there in ghost garb, there could 
only be one answer to his presence: It would mean my 
promise to rescue Ah-na had been overheard by a native 
who understood French; and that Ben Bai, her pro- 
prietor, was shadowing my movements to frustrate any 
attempt I might make in Ah-na’s behalf. Having dis- 
counted the idea that Ah-na was conspiring against me, 
1 had, of course, dismissed the possibility that an Arab 
across the street might be part of a scheme to rob me. 

Moving deeper into the gloom of the apartment, | 
pulled an automatic out of my hip pocket. A quick in- 
spection of it in the dark mformed my fingers that the 
weapon was 0.K. It was an army pistol, one that | had 
used as a lieutenant of infantry in France. 

The fever of wanderlust that had driven me down, 
into Africa with an urge to push on into the vast un- 
known of desert trails cooled in my heart as | went down 
the steps; cooled in 
much the same manner 
- as it had in the trenches 
just before going over 
the top. I suppose it’s 
always that way with 
men who always feel 
on fire with an urge for 
motion. Wanderlust is 
the het plague born of 
life’s failure to furnish 
a purpose. When 
strong purpose sways 
them, the flame of rest- 
lessness turns into a 
thing of cold steel. 

My purpose was now 
to see Ah-na safely 
through. After that 
was accomplished, the 
fever might burn” me 
again, filling my eyes 
and soul with the glow 
that had peered out of 
Boardman’s eyes the 
first moment of our 
meeting. And, again, 
it might not. The pas- 
sion of a man fay a gigl 
is always stronger than 
the passion a man’s feet 
may have for breaking 
new trails. However, 
could a dancing girl of 
Tunis kindle such a 
blaze in-my white man’s 
being? That was a 
question I made no at- 
tempt to answer as I 
opened the street door 
noiselessly and started 
across the way. 

The night was like 
alabaster in the moon- 
light, and the white 
houses accentuated the 
shadows in which I ex- 
pected to find” my 
man. . . . There was 
no white phantom, or 
flesh-and-blood person 
lurking in that en- 
shrouded doorway. 
Either the influence of 
an uncanny spell had 
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tricked my eyes into seeing a form, or my 
observer had mysteriously disappeared while 
| was leaving my apartment to identify him. 
Discovering the door securely locked, | struck 
a match to look for any possible traces of a 
recent presence in the vestibule. 

An unsmoked cigarette lay on the floor, as 
if it had been unknowingly dropped from a 
package, or a pocket. I picked it up for 
further reference in my rooms, meantime 
trying unsuccessfully to remember the brand 
Boardman had used. . . . Surveying the moon- 
Hooded street, I strained’my eas in an effort 
to catch a sound of footsteps. Only the 
silence of the African night, suppressing those 
distant tom-toms, rewarded niy efforts. 

“Funny,” I muttered, re-crossing the street. 
As | ascended my stairs, fingering the cigar- 
ette, a conviction grew upon me that my 
watcher across the street had not been 
imaginary. 

The cigarette was an Egyptian make with 
the word “Achmed” printed on it. I put the 
white little object in a drawer. It might yet 
have its value as aclue. For, if all-went well, 
Boardman was to see me at breakfast, and 
he would smoke over his coffee. That was 
sufficient. 

* * * 


T WAS two o'clock when I started out to 

keep my promise to Ah-na, garbed in. the 
flowing white bournos of a native, an outfit 
discovered in a closet of the apartment. The 
only thing American on my person was the 
blue-steel Colt .45. 

The moon looked down upon me like a 
blanched face of Death as I passed into the 
twisting street. I lightly glanced at it 
time and time again from béneath my mas- 
querade hood, half-possessed by the shivery 
idea that the moon was the East’s sign to a 
white man to refrain from interfering in 
business Yot his own. “Death,” the moon 
seemed t@ whisper, “is the penalty your race 
pays for such interference.” 

However, this uncanny thought soon passed 
from my mind. The Great Shadow was 
nothing spectrally new for me to be moving 
ynder. In the France of 1917-18, many pre- 
monitions of destruction had vainly visited 
me before battle. But, when disaster missed me count- 
less times, overtaking men next to me, I became a 
fatalist. I convinced myself then that there is a destiny 
of death; that I had not been marked as a victim of 
War; and that I would not be struck.down swiftly in 
the midst of life. 

So now, as | pushed on into what might be a new 
danger zone, I remembered my former escapes from 
violence, and the conviction that I would egeape disaster 
in the coming adventure strengthened. The white moon 
lost its cold, shivery intluence ; I suddenly began to feel 
a sensation of flame working through my veins—such 
flame as | had experienced back there in the dance. hall 
when Ah-na‘s head touched my bended knee. 

By the time I turned into the street of the scorpion 
eaters, the painted women, and the dance halls, this 
flame had spread to every fibre of my being. I felt it 
burning into the very core of my consciousness like a 
fever of anticipation. .. . My pace increased. 

Shortly 1 was repassing the stall-like houses of the 
painted women who had shrilled at us just before we 


““Monsieur does not trust me?’’ 


entered El-Akbar’s place. The twittering and the clamor 
had died down. White and black shadows enshrouded 
the tiny balconies of these places, veiling the evidences 
of African lewdness that had been flaunted so brazenly 
in the glow of orange lights only two hours ago. 

In all of these shadows, and in the white moonlight, I 
beheld a flimsy vision of a dancing girl whose beauty 
was a blending of the East and West. Ah-na danced 
her way ahead of me, at the side of me, and in the mys- 
terious spaces that stretched up to the blue skies. As 
she danced, her olive arms were ever outstretched to me 
in a gesture of beseechment, and her eyes were filled 
with pleading lights. 


HE beckoning imagery of Ah-na became so realistic 

that I would have called her name through the night 
if two draped and hooded forms had not suddenly drifted 
cut of an alley-way and crossed my path. Although they 
quickly and silently disappeared through the open door 
of a white house on the opposite side of the street. I 
slackened my steps, loitering in [Turn to puge 93} 
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**Mr. Harlan, I’ve asked you here on a very delicate mission.”” * 


poor copy when Donovan called me back into the 
office. 

“Mr. Harlan, you’re wanted on the phone. Mrs. 
Courtland Reed.” 

The name rather startled me, and there went Swiftly 
through my mind my few brief encounters with Mrs. 
Reed and her clever husband. Reed had served me as a 
lawyer in a nasty piece of litigation the year before, and 
from the moment when I first grasped the man’s hand 
to the present time I had known no man whose person- 
ality more inspired me to confidence. 

It had come therefore as a distinct shock to me, when 


| WAS in the press-room razzing Bennet about some 


rumors reached my 
ears that the man’s 
personal life was 
shady, and that things 
were afoot of which 
his wife and family 
knew nothing. 

It was my knowl- 
edge of Coprtland 
Reed's wife that made 
my doubt the greater, 
regarding the truth of 
these rumors that he 
was not faithful to 
his home. I could 
imagine no man, 
gifted with the de- 
votion of such a 
charming woman, 
turning aside for 
lighter loves. 

She was a_ very 
distinguished looking 
womah, with hair 
pitchy black and won- 
derfully light and fine, 
which*she wore in a 
loose knot at the back 
of her head, keeping 
it always such 
charming order: that 
it never looked other- 


wise than newly 
coiffed. Her eyes 
were a deep grey 


blue unde® straight 
level black brows, and 
her skin was the whit- 
est and clearest I have 
ever noticed in a 
woman. To crown it 
all, she possessed a 
mind awake and vivid 
as her face, and I had 
never seen them to- 
gether that they did 
not appear to be com- 
pletely wrapped up in 
one another. 
trangement between 
them seemed inexplicable. I couldnt understand. 

When I aftswered the phone, Mrs. Reed begged me 
to come to her home as soon as | could manage it, and 
urged by the tensity of her tone, | made it immediately, 
before the day’s grind began. 

I knew when she greeted me that she was in deep 
distress, but she spoke nothing of it until we were alone 
in the privacy of their library, a rarely beautiful room, 
full of inviting books and nooks in which to enjoy them. 
The atmosphere of the place made her distress seem the 
more poignant. The room spoke so strongly of happy 
hours—of peace and understanding. 

“Mr. Harlan, I’ve asked you here on a very delicate 
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CAN A MAN WHO PLACES HIMSELF IN A WOMAN’S POWER 


EXPECT TO FIGHT FREE BEFORE HE Is DISCOVERED? 


mission, bat I know you are a gentleman, and a con- man who places himself in their power is a man un- 
scientious man, and I had to ask someone whom I could worthy of the name.” ee 
trust to do what | have to ask.” I felt unequal to her. I was fighting’ in the dark, 


I assured her that whatever might be her request I fighting for a. man I did not even know intimately, and 
would fulfill it as far as lay in my power. I ‘felt in- fighting a cause in which I had not one whit of evidence 


stinctively that she would ask nothing of me that could except my own inate trust.of the man she doubted. 


affect my honor. ‘ 
“Perhaps you have heard the unpleasant rumors float- ‘ pe a 


ing through town regarding my husband?” She asked even,worthier man Gmaily ?” 


the question in a low steady tone, but I could read in her . : 

eyes that the act of tearing open the subject was like the But even that did not shake her! She brought down 

tearing open of an old wound. from the mantel a packet of letters, chose one from the 
I hesitated, not quite knowing what note to strike. I sroup and laid it in my hand. “A man should fight free 

bowed, then added the qualification, “I have not believed before he knows he is discovered, Mr. Harlan. There 

them, Mrs. Reed.” seems no effort here to fight free. Since you so loyally 
“I did not,”—she placed the emphasis on the “did”. take up Mr. Reed s cause, I must prove to you my own 

fairness. Read it.” 


ked distress—my .bitter surprise at 
1 unfolded. the letter, hating myself as I did it. 


the admission of her tone. She ex- 
plained herself hurriedly: “I have * - ay Reading other people's mail has always appeared to 
“a me the lowest form of knavery, and it was only my 


been compelled to believe.” 
“Oh oat I can’t believe that, Mrs. earnest desire to know the ground on which I stood 
te that overcame the instinct 


Reed. There must be something— 1 
something explainable that iends color letter back into 
er hand. 


to idle talk.” 
She shook her head. “I have __ Its contents have stayed 
in my mind to this day, 


clung to that idea for months, Mr, 
+a Bg Do you think that. 1—his partly because of the shock 
wife—would accept mere rumor as it gave me, and partly be- 
fact about the man I am wedded to?” cause of its clear precise 
{ tound no answer,-and yet | wording. 
fought the idea in my mind. Court- “Dear lady: 
“IT am not putting your 


land was not that. 
name on this, because | 


“I am going to file 
suit for divorce on Mon- | thought it wiser, un- 
der the _ circumstances. 


day, Mr. Harlan, and I 

pe Cranch will deliver it. 

you to do what you I have engaged the 

to prevent the thing be- apartment for you and 
sent the check in pay- 


ing, made _vilely 
vulgar in the ment. You can yo 
there at once,— 


papers.” 

“I will do that, Cranch will give you 
of, course,” I as- the address. No one 
sured her earnest- is likely to discover 
iy, “but first—oh, you there or to learn 
surely, Mrs. Reed, even who rented it for 
the thing need not you, so 1 think you 

may feel entirely safe, 


go to court. Is it 
so—so certain an and no questions will 
be asked. 


evil that there is no correcting 
it? Have you given him his “Regarding our talk 
chance?” last night, if you 

“That would be impossible. need immediate 
I have his letters—letters in cash let me know, 
his own hand, written during as I made better on 
last year to the woman | shall : that loan than even 
name. She herself brought them to me—tried to black- J expected and there is three hundred and seventy-five 
mail me for them.” dollars on deposit in the bank, which I will hand over to 

“Then—perhaps, Mrs. Reed—such things are, and we you from time to time as you need it. When that is 
must face them. Perhaps even if he has been guilty of gone, there will probably be something coming in from 
indiscretion, this woman has been primarily to blame. the stock certificates. At least, you must not worry over 
Women like that———” the future. 

She interrupted me. “Women like that, Mr. Harlan, “Regard me in all things your friend, 
are not a necessary interlude in any man’s existence. A : 


“We will g0,"" he said simply. ‘‘We 
are disturbing the diners.”’ 


“R.” 
6 


| must have seemed stupid to Mrs. Reed. I read the 
thing over twice, so anxious was | to find a loophole 
through the apparently irrefutable, which might let me 
keep my faith in a man I had admired. 

“There are four others,” she said, “and although that 
is the most condemning, each one contains references to 
some complete understanding between them about things 
that must be kept quiet.” 

“Why did the woman bring them to you? What rea- 
son did she herself give?” | put the questions more in 
helpiess reaction than in any hope of finding a way out 
ot it. 


“CHE said the rumors against his name had frightened 

him so that he cut’ off her support, and that she 
finds it impossible to get work. She thought to force 
me to pay in order to keep the thing quiet.” 

“What did you do—to get hold of the letters, | 
mean?” I blurted the question before I realized. how 
impertinent it sounded. 

She flushed, even in her pallor, but she did not flinch, 
and looked at me quite frankly as she replied, “1 bought 
them, at my price, not hers. | told her | would have her 
arrested for blackmail if she did not make terms at once. 
She knew | was not intimidated. I only bought them to 
get rid of her and to satisfy my own mind. She would 
not show tem to me—not all of them—until I had 
paid her.” 

“But, Mrs. Reed, suppose she has withheld some?” | 
continued. 

“What difference can it make? I am not interested 
further in anything Courtland does or may have done. 
All that is—over.” 

She had a marvelous self-control. It appalled me at 
the moment that she could face so calmly the thing which 
struck me with horror, but I did not then realize that 
she had known ail these things for three weeks, while to 
myselt they were fresh and raw. 

[ left the house in as futile a state of mind as 
any | have ever indulged in, wishing with al) my 
heart that | had never gone—wishing I had been per- 
mitted to keep in my own mind the feeling of confi- 
dence and respect which | had entertained for Court- 
land Reed. 

There seemed nothing 
obvious that I could do. 
Had I known -the man 
better, | might have con- 
sidered going to -him in 


! crossed now to close it, feeling like the man 
who locks his barn after the horse is gone. 


person in the hope of helping him to reach some under- 
standing with his wife, but as it was, the case seemed 
hopeless. Even if I had a fair excuse to go to him, I had 
not the least idea of what to say to him. The lines of 
his life were drawn too far from mine. 

Still my desire to get near the man, to prove or dis- 
prove my instinctive liking for him, urged me to go tor 
my lunch that day to the little tea-room wheré I had fre- 
quently seen him during the noon hour. et 

I was not disappointed. Courtland Reed was there. 
He was dining, or pretending to dine, alone, and I seated 
myself in such a way as to watch his face at moments, 
without seeming to be interested in him. He ate but 
little, but drank incessant cups of coffee, merely toying 
with his food, and sitting tor the better part of the 
meal staring at his plate. 

He was a handsome man, but I should perhaps call 
him magnetic, because his looks were not the greater 
part of his attraction,, although the dark penetrating 
quality of his eyes did-much to enhance its quality: 1 
could easily fancy his charm for the other sex, and felt 
no surprise that any woman should look upon him. with 
favor. _ But I looked at him now with a keen analyzing 
earnestness, that was perforce critical, where formerly 
it had been but admiring. 


But despite my mood, despite the fact that I had lately - 


come from a convincing interview 
with his wife, in which I had met 
undisputable proof of his intriguing, 
I felt again that certain sense of 
confidence which I had al- 
ways felt when looking at 
his face. If the man were 
evil, he was also most cer- 
tainly a consummate hypo- 
crite, a hypocrite so clever 
that no. man might 
penetrate his mask. 

But even as | ad- 
mitted this, there 
happened something 
which shook me more 
than anything I- had 
heard about him. 
The door of the 
grill-room near my 
table was pushed 
open rather abruptly, 
and a woman en- 
tered, followed by 
the manager of the 
piace, who seemed 
enraged that she had 
entered the dining- 
room — evidently 
against his will. He 
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took her arm and made as if to detain her, but she woman, and her final remark before she opened the door 
wrenched free and moved from him between the and made her departure, unattended, was nothing less 


tables. than a taunt. 

“I tell you | want to see Courtland Reed,” she said “T told you I would break you, and I have.” , 
in a voice not intended for soothing. “He won’t see me As she opened the door I heard his answer. 
anywhere else, so I'll see him here.” “Your success is unquestioned.” 

Seeing nothing but an inevitable row ahead of him, Not stopping to weigh’the wisdom of what I did, | 


crossed the inner threshold as she crossed the 
outer one, drew the “private” door shut 
behind me and faced Reed across the 
width of his big desk. 
Ile was hunched forward with 
his clenched hands locked on 
the desk before him, staring 
at nothing. As the door 
clicked behind me, he 
lifted heavy eyes to 
mine, recognized me 
slowly, and got to his 
feet attempting for- 
-mal greeting. I cut 
the pretense at once 
and gripped his 
hand earnestly. 
“Mr. Reed,” I 
blurted hurriedly, 

“I'm here because 

I believe you 

need the friend- 

ship I have felt 
for you ever since 
you stood my 
friend three years 
ago. Can I help 
you?” 

He looked at me. 
I have never seen a 
hraver attempt at gal- 
lant self-control, but 
it failed. My sym- 
pathy had caught him 
at too difficult a mo- 
ment. He sat down sud- 
denly and buried his face 
m his hands, his breath 
coming in long uneven 
swathes. 1 moved to the win- 
dow until he should regain 
command. 

“Harlan,” he said in a shaken 
voice, coming beside me after a few 
moments and laying his hand on my 

arm. “I thank you from the -bottom 
of my heart—coming to me now—but 


the proprietor withdrew. 

Courtland Reed had risen to his feet, 
and was coming down the room to 
meet her. I have never seen so 
strange an expression on a 
human face as that in which 
his was fixed as he came- 
beside her and indicated 
the way from the grill to 
the street. 

“We will go out,” he 
said simply. “We are 
disturbing the 
diners.” 

After a momentis 
defiant hesitation, 
she turned beside 
him, laid her hand 
on his arm and 
went with him 
from the grill, 
and not realizing 
just what I was 
doing I too got 
to my feet and 
followed them to 
the street, leaving 
my untouched 
luncheon upon the 
table and forgetting 
even to pay my bill, 
which I went back 
later to do. 

On the street, Court- 
land Reed put the 
woman into his car, got 
in beside her and drove 
away, and still not heeding 
anything but my instinct to 
follow, | teok to my own car 
and made my way after them. 

They went directly to Court- 
land Reed's offices in the Monaco 
Block, and feeling like the veritable 
spy I knew myself to be playing, | 
went up the stairs shortly after them 
and opened the door of the outer recep- 


tion room of Reed's suite. His ste- there is nothing you can do. It's too 
nographer was there, busying herself ‘“‘Courtland/’ She called un- late.” 
with somejtyping. I must have looked evenly. ‘‘Courtland!”’ “It can't be,” I said doggedly. “I 
guilty, but having no plausible excuse can't believe it—that a man like you 
tor escape I asked awkwardly if Reed was in. could be swamped in such a mess.” 
“He is busy just now. Will you wait?” He cleared his throat. “She tells me—she is divorcing 
I wanted to say I would call again, but a stronger -—Monday. Pshall not oppose her. I will make it as 
urge withheld me. Since I had started the thing I easy for her as I can.” 
would see it through. I sat down, not intentionally but “I wish you would fight,” I told him almost roughly. 
by good chance, near the door of Reed’s private office. “Have you no defense?” L 


Tae t “None that would count, Harlan. None that would 
PICKED up a magazine and pretended to read, but count with her.” 


my mind was too intent upon the murmuring voices I turned and faced him squarely. “Have you any that 
beyond that door to get me anywhere. I could hear the counts with yourself, Reed?” 
woman's at times quite plainly, but Reed’s was too low; A bitter smile touched the corners of his mouth. 


I could hear nothing that he said, but I could sense by the “Then you, you also’do not doubt my guilt,” he said 
quality of his voice that he was getting the worst of the wearily. “It was too much to hope.” 
interview. ‘There was triumph too in the tones of the I caught at that like a drowning [Turn to page 107] 
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Do You 


old Him? 


Here Are Some Facts that 
We Don’t Like to Admit 


By ELINOR GLYN 


saying whether they would prefer to be 

a man’s leisure-mate or his work-mate, 
I conclude that the majority would prefer to 
be a leisure-mate. They seem to feel that in 
making this choice they ‘are more likely to 
secure that which all women most desire—a 
man’s passionate devotion. 

Some of the letters say that it is all very well 
to be of use and necessary, and all those good 
things, but to be the man’s joy is nicer still! 
And from one aspect they are right. But the 
tragic part is that to represent only the leisure- 
mate means that you can only hold your man 
so long as your power to arouse physical as 
well as mental thrills lasts. Whep this goes, 
you are done—for there is that in man’s nature 
which, while making him always desirous of 
possessing a leisure-mate of some_ kind, 
prompts him to want a change in the individ- 
ual one! 

There*are cases where women have appeared 
to be the only leisure-mate for years, but if we 
really knew the truth, we would find that they 
have been very intelligent creatures who have 


een the letters received from girls 
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grown to be the men’s work-mates by insidious 
absorption of their interests, or by having 
equally insidiously afhliated themselves with 
their daily occupations to such an extent that 
they became necessary at all times. How often 
this is proved by marriages between stenog- 
rapher and executive, model and artist, boss 
and employee;—therefore, really to hold a man, 
a. woman must be his mate on at least two out 
of the three planes of mating—the physical, the 
mental and the spiritual. 


M* ADVICE to girls who have degided that 
they want to be leisure-mates in prefer- 
ence to work-mates is to make themselves as 
beautiful and attractive as possible, and to use 
what intelligence they have in learning to 
understand the nature of man, and to realize his 
constant need for change, and then, by their 
own versatility, minister to his desire for that 
change. 

If the quotation could be said of her, “Age 
cannot wither nor custom stale her. infinite 


variety,” a woman might know that the game 


was altogether in her hands! 
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I see in the contest of 
“Why I Lost My Hus- 
band,” that “‘nagging” or 
“fussing” was found to be 
a direct cause of a hun- 
dred out of.a thousand 
cases. 

Nagging and fussing! 
The eternal asking: of 
questions, most probably. 
Where had he been?— 
Whom had he met?—-How 
late did he stay?—and thé 
fussing about every little 
thing, when the man’s brain, wearied by 
the day’s work, was in no condition for any- 
thing but. peace! 

A friend of mine who has been married for 
twenty years and still holds her husband: as a 
devoted lover, told me that her recipe for this 
state of things was: never to ask any questions; 
never to hold the man when he obviously 
wanted to do something else; and never to 
make him feel small and unimportant! If 
women ask men questions, men. nearly always 
deceive them—because it is obvious that they 
bquid be told things without asking if the men 
wanted them to know them. So, when they 
are forted to amswer, they generally tell some 
lie in self-tefense, or if they do tell the truth, a 
feeling of res@atment is set up, so that if they 
remain faithful‘at all, it is from duty, not 
inclination. 


etc. 


thing else. 


gore wounding to. a 
woman’s real self that to know that a 
man js being faithful on!y from ‘asense of duty 
and not because he really desifes tONge! 
A girl wrote to me for advice, and 
she may be one of thousands of cases, 
so I answer her letter here. She had 
been married a month and-was per- 
fectly happy in love, but she felt that 
her husband would sometimes like to go 
out with his men friends without her, 
and only remained at home because he 
still wanted to please her. Ought she to 
encourage him to go, or ought she to 
accept his self-denial? 

She might accept it while she is doing 
her very best, by acquiring fresh 
charm, to make him want to stay with 
her. But if he shows, after a little 
while, a continued desire to go with 
his men friends, then it proves that she 
is not succeeding in this, and she would 
be much wiser to suggest that he 
should have some hours with his pals, 
and show sympathy over it, and not 
the least annoyance—for the moment 


ND can anything be 


Recipe 
for making 
Lover —Husbands 


1. Don’t ask him any questions 
about where he’s been, why, 


2. Don’t ask him.to do one thing 
when he wants to do some- 


3. Don’t make him feel small 
and unimportant. 


man feels that he has 
harness on and a bit in 
his mouth, his immediate 
reaction will be a rebel- 
lion. 

The only enjoyable way 
of holding men ts by their 
inclinations, not by their 
sense of duty. Be the 


the master who demands 
acquiescence from the ser- 
vant, whether he likes it 
or no! 

“The other woman,” I notice, comes next on 
the list of causes of lost husbands, and here 
again, to make yourself more charming is the 
only logical remedy, because there can be no 
“other woman” for the man if you have-made 
yourself into the “‘the only woman.” 


Common sense and sagacity must guide a 


woman who wants to hold a husband’s «in- 
clination. She cannot afford just to leave it to 
chance. She may hold some docile-natured 
creature no matter how she behaves to him, but 
the majority of men, once they own a woman by 
law, change their attitude of mind toward her; 
the chase is over, the quarry has been captured, 
and the hunting instinct becomes in abeyance 
for a while. “Love is a passion which is 
eternal,” a great Frenchman wrote. “It is only 
the object of it which changes!’ And to keep 
love in marriage, the woman must use her wits! 

Jealousy ranks as third cause. When a 
woman is jealous it is an admission of loss of 
belief in her own charm, and when she no longer 
is certain of her own power, how can she ex- 
pect her husband to feel it? Therefore, 
if a circumstance makes her feel jealous, 
she had again better look to herself and 
try to surpass the rival in charm, for if a 
man has been drawn by another mag- 
net, he will not return, by orders or 
scenes. He comes back only when his 
inclination for Magnet No. 1 can be 
kindled again. 

Some women are blessed by the gift 
of magnetic attraction, and these, feel- 
ing sure of themselves, radiate charm, 
and can never be jealous, because they 
know no rival can compete with them. 

Then: the fourth cause is selfishness, 
and I am surprised this is not the first 
one, for to be selfish means that you are 
concentrating upon your own desires. 

“Watch your step,” if you want love 
in your married lives, dear women, and 
pray for intuition! For Nature made 


is a powerful goddess! 


magnet which draws, not | 


man a polygamous animal,.and Nature 
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soul. 


“Think about them, Elaine! 
Why, they're burned into my 
I can't help it. 

starved her!”’ 


They 


Southerner 


who 
Could 
Never 
horget 
—much less 


horgtve 


ATHER ‘stood on the balcony above our walled-in 

garden, dreaming into the summer dusk of old 

Charleston. Although there was a pride not false 
in the military bearing that graced his years, and some- 
thing patrician about the poise of his fine, white head, 
he made a pathetically wistful picture. 

As long as I could remember the gloaming had been 
an hour during which he possessed in empty, phantom 
fashion all that the War had cruelly torn out of his 
heart and hands. For in our city that will ever remain 
faithful to the Old South, dusk lent an enchantment to 
his Past, investing his memories with an exaltation which 
he once said lifted him above the agony of remembering 
my mother’s loss ; the Lost Cause ; lost power and wealth. 

But, in spite of this, I had never been able to conquer 
the desire to comfort him, and shield him from his 
memories in this hour. And now as | saw him standing 
on the baleony with his dreams, the old impulse to rush 
out and take him in my arms possessed me. 
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However, as if suddenly sensing my presence, Father 
turned upon me. I stood still and stared at the lights 
peering out of his eyes. They were soul-yearning lights. 
They burned with heart-hunger, and with a spiritual 
anguish that transmitted itself to his hands, and his 
voice. 

“Elaine—" his tones were hardly-above a whisper— 
“vou—you're just like her in that old rose dress. Stay 
there, child—let me see her in you, as I used to when - 
that door framed her. He half-closed his eyes, 
which made their lights touch me like flames. 

Poor Father! It was heart-breaking to see him sway- 
ing toward me, tortured by the way | reminded him of 
Mother 

“Elaine, she has never seemed so present in you as 
tonight. All the lights that played in her dark brown 
hair under Virginia suns, and the sea-blue of her eyes, 
are yours. . .” he cried, drawing me into his arms. 

“Mother is close to you, Father, just as close as I am. 


Story 
| 4 
—— 
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She could not stay far from such love as you gave, and 
give,” I answered. 

“I can hear her in your voice, child, just as 1 heard 
her on this balcony twenty years ago.... 1 was home 
then with my wound. After you came I saw her wasting 
away because—damn those Yankees !—they burned and 
wasted our women’s and children’s food. God alone 
saved you-—” 

“Father!” I begged, attempting to stop the rest of 
his words. I knew how it tore him up to speak of my 
mother’§ death, and of the Yankees whom he held di- 
rectly responsible for her tragic end that came so soon 
after my birth. So you see it was not merely high-born 
Southern pride that made us look upon the Yankee as 
the enemy in our Charleston of 1885. We were only 
keeping faith with the Past which we had been taught 
to revere as sacred—a Past broken by Yankee swords, 
but still unshattered in such hearts as Father’s and mine. 
The truth is—yet it seems hard to write such a thing 
after all these years—we Ravenards had suffered too 
much either to forgive or forget. 

“I tell you, Elaine, it was cowardly . . . dastardly. 
They starved her. We'll never forgive——” 

From the vast hall below, Uncle Jacob, our butler, 
whose people had been Ravenard slaves before him, 
announced dinner. 1 tried unsuccessfully for the mo- 


‘ There's Yankee gall for you—pr 


ment to lead Father downstairs. He stood dreaming. 
“Come, Father, you—you mustn't think too much 
about such things 
“Think about them, Elaine! Why, they've been 


- burned into my soul, like a part of me; like my senses! 


And, if they weren't, I’d want them to be. For all the 
torture they inflict. .. God! Elaine, don’t you under- 
stand? . . . I couldn't do without them. They—they 
make me know that it was all real once upon a time; 
that I had your mother’s love; that there was a Cause 
such as ours to be fought for, and lost only because the 
Yankees had more gold and—” his voice faltered. This 
outburst had sucked its strength away. 


LS hand trembled violently against my arm as we 

went down the broad, hand-carved staircase. 
Uncle Jacob was waiting at the newell post to assist 
Father. He knew from long experience that the man 
who was enshrined in his taithtul heart as “master” 
suffered spells of weakness after giving way to his 
émotions. 

When we passed the great, gold-framed canvas of my 
mother that filled a panel of thé wall, Father paused, 
glancing from the portrait to me, and back again. 

“You re her image, child,” Father murmured, moving 
slowly away toward the dining-room. . . . 


ing that he may call at my house!’ he fumed. 
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It was a traditional custom m our house for Uncle 
Jacob to bring us the evening mail while we sat in the 
drawing-room over our coffee. My part of the ritual 
was to glance over the correspondence addressed fo 
Father, and read whatever letters he wanted to hear. 
The third letter in the batch delivered by Uncle Jacob 
was addressed to “Major Henry Ravenard, East Bat- 
tery, City,” in clear, masculine handwriting. The upper 
left-hand corner of the envelope bore the printed address 
of a local hotel. 

A strange, unaccountable sort of premonition gripped 
me as | opened the letter with a paper knife. Somehow, 
| sensed that something was going to happen to Father, 
and myself, as a result of this letter which | read aloud. 


My dear Major Ravenard :— 

| have come to Charleston from my home in 
Pennsylvania to see you about a delicate matter of 
long standing. If 
you will be kind 
enough to grant me , 
the privilege, | will 
be happy to call at 
your residence and 
cxplain my mis- 
sion. 

With my com- 
pliments, and best 
wishes, I beg to 
remain, sir, 

Yours very truly, 
Richard Drummond. 


I glanced from the 
letter to Father. Two 
red spots were burning 
brightly in his cheeks. 
The wistfulness was 
gone from the lights 
peering out of his eyes, 
and in its stead there 
were flashes of anger. 
He seemed to be 
struggling to speak; 

apparently some- 
thing had trapped 

his voice down in 

his throat for the 
moment. It was 

not until he arose 

and drew himself 

up stiffly that he 
found his tongue: 
“There’s Yankee 

gall for you,” he 
fumed, _ twisting 

his hands. “The 
idea of presuming 

that he may call 

q at my residence! 
What does he 
want to see me 
about? Read that 
again,” demanded 
Father, giving the 
impression he was 
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It was too late. Hayne and the Yankee had 
turned at fifty paces and were facing each 
other for the first fire. 


I hesitated a moment be- 


about to froth at the mouth. 
fore I answered. 

“*About a delicate matter of long standing!” I re- 
peated, my own curiosity mounting. 

An unexpected silence followed. [It was much 
more effective than if Father had burst out into a 
tirade... . | watched- him pace up and down the room 
like a person trying desperately to suppress violence 
from within. The fact that my father was a very old 
and broken man suddenly manifested itself to me as he 
abruptly stopped pacing back and forth, and faced me. 
The lines in his face seemed deeper, and more tautly 
drawn. . There was something woefully haggard and 
sapped looking about him. . 

“I cant imagine what the Yankee wants to see me 
about, and it'll be mighty hard to keep a civil tongue in 
my head, but I reckon I'll see him. Send an answer 
saying to come at five tomorrow. Make it as curt as 
you can, Elaine. I want him to realize that he needn’t 
expect any welcome here,” he commanded, the old fire 
flashing in his eyes as he sat down. 

* * + * * * 


ICHARD DRUMMOND rang our bell at exactly 

five o'clock the next afternoon. His Yankee punc- 

tuality annoyed me considerably, and Father had not yet 
returned to receive the man from Pennsylvania. 

When Uncle Jacob came up jo my room with the in- 
formation that the “Yankee pusson” was at the door, 
he added with a show of great self-satisfaction that he 
had kept him waiting outside. Jacob, who considered 
himself as much of a Ravenard as any of us, had in- 
herited our feelings for our former adversaries, and 
he felt apparent pride in having kept the caller from 
crossing our threshold. 

“Take him into the garden, Uncle Jacob. Father may 
be very late,” | said. 

The darky gave me a searching look. For a few 
moments he seemed unwilling to believe he had heard 
me aright. “Mis’ "Laine, you ain’t meanin’ I’se to fetch 
him right thoo de big hall wid all our Ravenard folks 
leokin’ down at him? Lawd have 
mussy! They'd jump clean out o’ them 
golden frames——” 

“No, Jacob, he 
needn't come inside 
the house at all. Let 
him enter the garden 
by the street gate.” 

My words brought 
vast relief to the old 
servant. An _ invis- 
ible load seemed to 
slip from his ample 
shoulders, and he 
went away gingerly, . 
which was a sign 
that Uncle Jacob 
brazenly exulted 
over the idea of 
barring the Yankee 
from our house. 

I had seen quite a 
number of Yankees 
in and about Charles 
ton, because they 
held most of the 
Government and po- 
litical positions. 
However, I had al- 
ways looked upon 
them with unseeing 
eyes after the fashion 
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of a woman gazing upon people she does not 
care to recognize. Consequently, the curiosity 
concerning the unwelcome caller which now sent 
me to a window wverlooking the garden was 
hopelessly inexplicable. 

When I peered through half-closed shutters | 
felt confident that the man who called himself 
Richard Drummond would be a cut from the de- 
tested muid of Yankee hardness and soullessness 
—a man whose very physical appearance would 
kindle all my smouldering hostility for his kind 
into a conflagration of hate. ‘For did not Father 
blame Richard Drummond's ancestry for my 
motherless and impoverished heritage? 

But, our caller was a far cry from all that I 
expected him to be. Richard Drummond, following 
Uncle Jacob, hat in hand, seemed: only a fair boy who 
was not at all sure of himself in a garden of the South. 
For just one brief moment as I studied his straight young 
body and handsome face, a sort of savagery invaded my 
heart. I wanted to hurt him, and make him suffer, be- 
cause of what his people had done to us. Then this 
frenzy magically died down in my breast, and I saw 
him with the eyes of a woman. It was treason of a 
sort to the Past for me to allow-his boyish appeal to 
sway me away from my purpose of Yankee hate. And 
yet, I felt it would be a higher treason to myself if I 
steeled myself against him. For Richard Drummond 
was the only man I'd ever seen who made my heart 
beat faster. 

When I went away from the window, the boy’s 
vision entered my room like a presence. He stood 
before me as I tried to read a book. He followed 
every futile move | made, a winsome smile upon 
his lips such as had been there when he entered 
our garden. If only he had come in as | 
thought a Yankee would—self-satisfied— 


blusteringly—condescendingly ! Then I could have easily 
frozen upon him. 

The second time I went back to the window he had 
arisen from the marble bench and was bending over our 
roses that foamed like white surf in the late afternoon’s 
sunlight. He half-raised, looking up and around as if 
he were being watched. Then he reached out to pluck 
a rose. 

But the Yankee did not take one. Instead, he sud- 
denly straightened up, like a man who checks him- 
self in the act of doing something he should not. I 
watched him walk away from the bush, pause by the 
spraying fountain, and lift his eyes upward to the very 
shuttered window that screened me. 1 drew back hastily, 
my cheeks feeling suddenly aflame. ; 

As St. Michael’s bell struck for five-thirty, I left my 
room, drawn by some magnetic force toward the garden, 
and our enemy guest. Below, in the great hall, ancestral 
faces gazed down upon me from their gilded frames 
with eyes that seemed to narrow. ‘Their painted lips 
appeared to be moving on the canvases, and I thought I 
heard the invisible voices of dead Ravenards condemning 
me for what I was about to do. 

x * * * = * * 


USK became a molten mist in the garden as the 
Yankee and I talked. And, as the shadows deepened 
I found myself secretly wishing Father would forget his 
appointment. His coming would mean the end of an 
hour that had invested life with enchantment for me, 
for he would make me remember something I was strug- 
gling to forget—that Richard Drummond was a tres- 
passer. 
There was now only one hope in my heart: that 
the unknown mission which had [Turn to pege 109] 
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The Life Story of the “Other Woman” 


HERE was a time when | cherished dreams of a 
home, a loving husband, and babies, but those 


dreams are dead, and the story of their death is 
the answer to the query which has so often been made 
to have you remained single 
| had been employed for about a year in the country 
office of a large farming corporation and had worked 
up to a lucrative position when a new office manager 
was placed in charge. He was a city man, well educated, 
of good family, splendid appearance; charming manners, 
and apparently of high principles. 
The first six months under the supervision of my new 
everything went smoothly 
in the office. He was generous, 


“boss” 


ingle 
Who Played Fair 


adgpt a child to brighten their home. He replied that it 
was too late, as his love for her had died of neglect and 
he could no longer endure life with her. 

As time passed he made my office work lighter and 
lighter until I,had little left to do except his personal 
work. During this period his confidences became more 
and more personal, he seeking always my sympathy, 
which I gave, little dreaming where it would lead. 

«Then one day, without warning, he attempted to em- 
brace me. I flung his hand from my shoulder with in- 
dignant contempt. He left the office immediately and 
returned several hours later in a chastened mood. To 

his attempted apology I replied* 
merely, “Let us forget about it, 


kind, and appreciative of my 
work, which, though heavy, was 
very interesting to me. 

Then he commenced making 
me his confidante in matters not 
pertaining to business. In the 
course of time he confided to me 
that his home life was very un- 
happy : that he and his wife were 
“mismated”; that childlessness 


SUPPOSE,” she said,“*that’s 

his poor old wife who has 

stuck by him through all his years 

of struggle, and that now the strug- 

gle ts over he’s running away with 
a younger cvoman.” 


but if you wish me to remain as 
your secretary, please do not ever 
try that again.” 

Next morning on my arrival | 
found on my desk a letter from 
him imploring me not to miscon- 
strue his conduct of the previous 
day, and saying that-for over six 
months he had known that he 
loved me, but had fully intended 


and idleness had soured her dis- 
position; that his life with her 
was becoming unbearable; that they cared nothing for 
each other, she regarding him merely as a “good meal 
ticket” while he continued to live with her merely to 
keep up appearances. 

Hardly knowing how to receive confidences of such a 
nature, | merely expressed sympathy and offered as sug- 
gestions that he try to become “pals” with his wife and 
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not to make it known to me until 
the courts had set him free to do 
so honorably ; that | was the woman he had longed for 
and dreamed of for years; that he would take immediate 
steps toward getting his freedom if I would promise to 
wait for him. He added that his present wife would 
make* no objection if a satisfactory financial settlement 
were made upon her. 


Old stuff, all this, but I was [Turn to page 82| 
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unniest 


I Know 


: as Told by SMART SET Readers 


We will pay $3.00 cach for 


stories acce pted for this page 


O. M.L. 
Sydney, B. C. 
J IMMIE: 
doctor away?” 
“Yes, why?” 
Jimmie: “Well, I think I kept ten doctors away today, 
but I think one will have to come.” . 


Mother: 


r ; * * * * * * * 
C..&. 
Rock Rapids, Iowa. 

it UNIOR: “Your new overcoat is rather loud.” 

dd Freshie: “It’s all right when I put on a muffler.” 
. * * * * * * * 

id H. M. W. 

al Poland, Ohio. 

re LOPING Wife: “I’ve just had a telegram (sob) 


y: from my husband.” 
Lover (anxiously): “I say! He doesn’t want you 
r to go back does he?” 


Eloping Wife: “No! All he wants to know, the brute, 


“we is where I left his clean collars.” 

ed 

it, * Toronto, Canada. 

a ECENTLY a lad of the mature age of six or seven 
summers fell downstairs. He landed at the 

I bottom with a broken arm. His stoicism evoked much 

~ admiration. The doctor came six miles in answer to a 

m- telephone call and took the boy to the hospital. As the 

-—_ doctor was lifting the wee chap out of the automobile 

ix the latter said : “Doctor, do I have to go to the hospital ?” 

he “Don’t worry, laddie, the hospital is a nice place and 

led we'll soon fix you up.” 

atil “But, doctor, if I have to go to the hospital, I don't 

do want a baby—I want a pup!” 

for * * + * 

ate Wa 

to Ogden, Utah. 

uld ™ ARRY, dear, I have been dreadfully insulted,” 

ent cried the young wife to her husband on his return 


home. 


Stories not accepted will not 
be returned 


“Mother, does an apple a day keep the 


“Insulted by whom?” he asked in astonishment. 

“B-by your mother,” she answered, bursting into 
tears. 

“My mother, Flora? Nonsense! She’s miles away.” 

Flora dried her tears. “I'll tell you all about it,” said 
she. “A letter came for you this morning addressed in 
your mother’s handwriting, so I—I opened it.” 

“T see.” 

“It was written to you 

“I understand. But where does the insult come in?” 

“In the—the postscript,” answered the young wife, 
“it s-said: ‘Dear F-Flora—Don't fail to give this letter 
to Harry.” 


” 


* + * * * 


H. W. 
Bellingham, Wash. 


ON: “Papa; I want a goat.” 


Father: “Why, son you can't have a goat. He'd 
hook you.” 
Son: . “Well, then I'd cut his horns off.” 


Father: “Nothing doing, son’ He’d butt you.” 
Son: “Aw, Daddy, then I'd cut his button off. Please 
get me a goat.” 


* * * * 


B. E. 
Chesterfield, S. C. 


TOURIST believing himself lost decided to ask 
the way of an old colored gentleman who was 
shuffling about the country road. 
“Which way to Kenton?” said the tourist. 
“T’se don’t know,” replied the old darkey. 
“Is this the road to Larksville?” 
“Ah doan know.” 
“How do I get to Kingston?” 
“Ah doan know.” 
“You're certainly dumb. Don’t you know anything?” 
““Mebbe not, mebbe not, but ah ain’t lost,” replied the 
old minstrel. 
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Wild Life 


[Continued from page *2| 
the hospital. The baby was !orn—dead, 
and Nan’s life was despaired o1 

I went through Gethsemane that night 
| wearied the nurses with ‘phone calls, 
begging to see her, but I was refused 

Weeks passed. She did not die, but I tear 
her love and respect for me did. She is 
with her mother now, and gently but firmly 
reiuses to see me 

| have confessed all to her mother and 
have been forgiven by her. She tells me 
Nan sits day after day, rocking, rocking, 
with the little garments in her lap. She 
holds me responsible for our little son’s 
death, and | too know I am guilty 

Her mother asks me to be patient, tell- 
ing me that love like Nan’s does not die: 
that some time the wounded heart will 
heal and she will forgive. With that 
I must be content. I deserve all and 


mother looks upon as a complete failure! 

Our happy family circle is broken up. 
I am put in a fool's position, held up t 
ridicule and disgrace because my twenty 
years of faithtul work-as a physician have 
brought me littl wealth 

Will Maida learn too late that true love 
cannot be bought or sold? Probably not. 
She is doubtless as happy as any little pig 
in clover L. A S., Cleveland, O 


Jealousy 


{Continued from page 53} 
beg me to sell the place and move into 
town again; still 1 paid no heed to ber 
pleading: I guarded my treasure as a 


a@miser does his gold, but my defenses were 


weak, for I returned one mght to find only 
a brief note of farewell. She said she 


loved me, but the loneliness, monotony and 
my evident distrust were ruining her life, 
so she had taken the only way out of the 
trouble 

Blind selfish fool that I was, I had 
gambled with Fate and lost. I never 
doubted her loyalty, but objected to her 
sharing her company with others. She 
filled my whole life, and | was conceited 
enough to think that my presence each 
evening was sufficient for her. My peace- 
ful home after the busy day.was a de- 
lightful change for me, but I failed to 
sec that for Jean it was only a prison. 

Companionship with our fellow- -creatures 
is necessary to bring out the best that is 
in us. I went back into town, where | 
have waited vainly for five years for some 
word from my darling wife—but I am 
still waiting. F. R., Worcester, Mass. 


Neglect 


more than I am suffering, for I have 
been a weakling and a fool 
J. T., Chicago, I) 


| 


Money 


[Continued from page 52] 
what his wife and children need is 
not worthy of their respect or love. 
Then a chance meeting with an old 
sweetheart who had made millions 
(perhaps it was only thousands: I 
never knew) in Texas oil aroused 
a very demon of discontent in her 
breast. Without warning she left 
me, taking our three youngest 
daughters, and announced her inten- 
tion, by letter, of marrying a real 
man, one who could give her the 
things she wanted for herself and 
for the children. 

J had no heart to try to prevent 
Maida from leaving me. The oldest 
two girls refused to leave their 
Daddy. The younger were too young 
to understand, but I put in a claim 
for them. The court has left them 
with Maida till the age of fourteen. 
It is far from likely that then they 


Would You 
Suggest? 


Ve want your criticism of SMART 
SET. 

What do you like best about it? 

What feature would you suggest 
as an improvement? 


What 


do you like least? 


Do you like our contests? 

What subjects would you like 
have us discuss? 

We will give $25 for the best let- 
ter about the May tssue, $10 for the 


second: best, and $5 for the third. 
Contest closes May 15th. Prizes will 
be awarded June ist. The Editors 


will be the judges. 


{Continued from page 53] 
saying she had gone away with this 
man because he had more time for 
her and wasn’t so stingy. 

I couldn't believe such a thing 
could happen. I tried all night not 
to believe it. I went to work the 
following morning in a daze. I ate 
lunch up town. [| hated to go home 
that evening to our little apartment 

»—with no Marion to meet me. But 
I did, and as I opened our door | 
could smell steak and onions—my 
favorite dish. I went into the little 
kitchen and there stood Marion. I 
rubbed my eyes to see if 1 were 
dreaming. She came toward me, 
tears in her eyes 

“Frank, can you ever forgive me?” 

I put my arms about her. 

* “I didn’t really do anything wrong, 
Frank. I couldn’t. When we got to 
Chicago, I realized what I had done 
and I came back. Will you forgiye 
me? I'll save; I'll work—do any- 
thing.” 

I held her closer. 

en to blame. 

“IT guess there's nothing to {d@r- 
give, Marion,” I said slowly. 

F. B. M., Grand Rapids, Mich. 


Perhaps I had 


will choose a father whom their 


Selfishness 


Another $50 Prize-Letter 


EALIZING how completely I have 
lost Marjorje, I have gone through 
a period of introspection and have tried 
to be as honest in my analysis as possible. 

Marjorie was a pretty girl, high-strung 
and vivacious. 

Our courtship, marriage, and honeymoon 
were perfect, for whatever Marjorie was 
interested in, I was interested in; her wish 
was my law, and in returm she was very 
considerate of my own wishes. 

Our one aim after the honeymoon was 
to establish a home of our own. We 
bought a perfect littl bungalow in a 
pretty residential section of town, and how 
Marjorie worked to furnish it! She would 
walk miles and spend days haunting shops, 
to find just the right shade of material for 
hangings: and the furniture for each cor- 
ner must be just as perfect. You must 
understand that this home building was 
done in payments, so it took a few years, 
and a good bit of economy, to get things 
just as we wanted them, for business then 
was not very flush. We were young and 
happy, so what did a few years of skimp- 
ing mean to us? 


We both wanted children, but Marjorie 
insisted that we must wait until we were 
financially able to take care of them. I 
think here is where we made our first big 
mistake 

We had never given up the “old crowd”, 
but we did not go out much and our en- 
tertaining was not very lavish: a few 
friends to dinner or a theater party once 
in a while was about our limit. 

Marjorie had always done her own 
work, except the laundry and heavy clean- 
ing, but now with business getting bet- 
ter and our home paid for. we hired a 
servant and bought a car, which gave us a 
chance for needed recreation. Here, in 
all honesty, [ must say that business in- 
terests became so engrossing I fear I neg- 
lected Marjorie more than I should have. 
She made no complaint, however, but took 
up her old interests in the Club and a few 
organizations that she belonged to, and ap- 
peared content 

In the evenings she would never go out 
unless I accompanied her, and ii I did not 
care to go we remained at home. I did 
not realize then how self-centered and 


selfish I was becoming, but now I know 

how many pleasures and good times she 

must have given up, because, in my nar- 

row-mindedness, | thought only of what - 
I wanted. 

She was hurt, her pride was wounded, 
for she expected consideration in return 
for the consideration she accorded me. You 
can readily see the outcome: we drifted 
apart, Marjorie becoming indifferent and 
discontent, and when I suddenly waked 
up to this fact and tried to make amends 
for my negligence, I found a different 
Marjorie. 

Her love for me had died from want of 
fuel. I had killed my most precious pos- 
session by my selfish negligence. 

The only blame I can lay to Marjorie 
is her refusal to have children in our 
happy, home building years, for if we had 
children we would still have a common 
interest and our marriage would now be 
a thing of beauty and a joy forever. 

Perhaps I may sometime find my lost 
Marjorie again, and [| shall cherish her 
love. Her happiness shall be my. one aim. 

, Ravena, Ky. 
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“Your face, Milady, is 
your Fortune—treat it well!” 


Rich Lady—Poor Lady—it's all the same. If you had to choose between the wealth of the Indies 


on the one hand and ravishing beauty on the other— 
wouldn’t you take beauty every time? 


Of course you would! Every woman wants 


the@awer, the joy, the admiration that 
always brings. 

Such exceptional loveliness, to be sure, is a 
gift of the gods. But in this day and age, 
every woman may have the beauty that 
comes with a soft, satiny, fine-textured skin, 
Beauty that will win the admiration of her 
friends—beauty that will keep her fresh, 
sparkling, youthful all the time. 


Yes, with this scientific beauty method, the 
Princess Pat Twin Cream treatment—you 
can enhance and retain your natural love- 
liness; counteract the effect of wind, dust 
and exposure and keep your skin soft, smooth 
and fine-textured, always. 


Even though you may have been using in- 
complete beauty methods in the past—even 
though your skin may now be coarse-grained 
and rough—do not *be discouraged, for the 
way is clear to fife beauty of your dreams. 
That is one of the miracles of Nature—your 
ever-changing skin. Day by day, hour by 
hour, Nature is casting off the old and build- 
ing up the new—restoring, reviving, refining. 
Give Nature a chance, for ever so brief a 


Princess Pat 


period, and see how soon she'll build your 
skin over anew, the youthful, glowing, fine- 
grained skin you'll always be proud of. 


Twin Creams — one to build Beauty 
from within; ‘another to repel enemies 
that attack from without 


Of course, you realize that no single cream 
can give your skin all it needs. It is not 
possible, for—Your skin needs nourishment; 
must have it, if it is to stay young, fresh and 
healthy. And, naturally all nourishing 
creams must first open the pores ip order to 
feed the underlying tissues. 


Also your skin needs protection; must have 
it, if it is to be soft, smooth, fine-textured. 
And for protection, the pores must never be 
leftopen, but should tein 

be normally closed. ees 
Common sense will 

tell you that no ij 
single cream can 
both open and close 
the pores. But Prin- 
cess Pat Twin 
Creams, acting to- 


You'll find youth and 
beauty in these Twin 
Creams — the treatment 
that nourishes the tissues 
and refines the pores, 


PRINCESS PAT, Ltd., Chicago, U. S. A. 


Canadian Address, 107 Duke Street, Toronto 


gether will do what no single cream can— 
first open the pores and nourish the tissues, 
then close the pores, thus pfotecting and 
preserving the satiny soft, fine texture of 
your skin. You know what this means, for “All 
true Beauty must begin with the texture of 
your skin.” 


Try this Twin Cream Method 
at our risk 

Whether’ you have much or little of this 
world’s goods, your face is really “your 
fortune,” so make the most of it. Stop at 
your favorite toilet goods counter today 
and ask for the Princess Pat Twin Creams. 
See what even one treatment will do for 
your complexion—how clear and fresh it 
becomes; how soft, glowing, exquisitely fine. 
And notice how, with each additional treat- 
ment, it grows more and more lovely right 
along. And if you are not delighted with re- 
sults, your money will be cheerfully refunded. 

If you would rather try this Twin Cream Method 

before purchasing, mail the coupon for generous 

packet—enough for a full week's trial FREE 


So that you may know for yourself 

ee the lovely effect of Princess Pat Twin 

Cream treatment, we take pleasure 

in sending you a free trial packet for you to 
use on your skin. Just mail the coupon. 


PRINCESS PAT, Ltd., Dept. 1305 
2701-9 South Wells Street, Chicago 


Please send me free trial packet af Princess Pat 
Twin Cream treatment. 


‘ 
TRUE BEAUTY MUST BEGIN 
WITH THE TEXTURE OF YOUR SKIN” 
> 
“4 
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Murine Wakes Up 
Sleepy EYES 


No need to start the day with EYES 
swollen from sleep. A few drops of 
Murine upon getting up in the 
morning will take away not only the 
puffy look but the sl:epy feeling. 
Contains no harmful :ngredients. 

Write Murine Co., Dept.91, Chicago, 

for free book on Eye Beauty. 


Every detail of making and serving Salads and 
Sandwiches told in one book. Amazingly simple di- 
rections. Pictures make everything clear. Scores 
of recipes presented as recipes never were presented 
before. Success made certain, Price only 50c. Or 
send only $1 and we'll send you three of these won- 
derful COOK BOOKS—(1) Salads and Sandwiches; 
(2) Pastries and Pies; (3) Cold and Frozen Desserts. 
Send money order, check or stamns to 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 805-E, Seranton, Pa. 


- 


ze-winning dresees, coats 
an d site for Spr ng and Raster 
t 


\money. Part time or fall 
time Saleemen, Sales- 
women wanted in every to- 
“cality at once! 
Sample O Given! 
No dresses to carry. Sell from beanut- 
iful Art Fashion Plates. The outfit we 
supply free makes selling eas: 
jay. stating experience, territory etc. 
CARLTON, Inc. 
337 Frankiin St., Dept. 


DIMPLES! 


Bring New Beauty 


Lovable—captivating—irre- 

sistible is the girl who has 
that rare beaut winsome 
limples ively dimples 
ean he le with the 
DOLLY DIMPLER a sin 

ple, harmless device invented 
by a woman Patent applied 


for. Now used by thousands 
of girls and women every 
where Dimples will bring 
a new wR to you, too. 
Send $1.00 for complete 
Dolly Dimpler outfit mailed 
sealed in plain wrapper. 
(C.0.D, $1.25.) 
Sold only direct to users by 


DOLLY DIMPLER CO., 


young and impressionable; I had had a 
lonely youth, made up principallyof dreams 
and romancé-reading. Later that same 
day he came to the office and pleaded with 
me for a hearing. Foolishly I listened, 
and his apparent longing for love, sym- 
pathy and children awakened in me the 
pity that is akin to love. 

Within six months this man’s kindness, 
tenderness, and numerous little courtesies 
to me, together with his constant planning 
fer “our happiness, our home, and our 
children,” stirred to life in me a love such 
as even my dreams had never pictured. 

I came to depend upon him, upon his 
love, for evefy little ray of happigess that 
came into my life. Daily working side by 
side, we grew closer and dearer to each 
other, until it seemed that this man and 
his love had become part of me and as 
necessary to my existence as the air I 
breathed. 

In order to have an opportunity to see 
something of me outside of the office, he 
then introducedsme to his wife and urged 
her friendship upon me (pending, he said, 
the time wher he could get his freedom to 
make me her successor.) I was invited 
to their home, to dinner, card parties, and 
long drives with them, to shopping and 
pleasure trips with her. 

I found her a good, kind woman, and 
although her disposition was a bit soured 
through ill health and childlessness, I soon 
came to see that the “unhappy home life” 
he had depicted to me existed largely in 
his imagination. He was merely tired of 
her; he wanted me, and he justified his 
conduct to his conscience by representing 
to himself as well as to me that he was 
a misunderstood, abused and neglected 
husband who had been cheated of love. 

The situation became a nightmare. I 
learned to Jove her as a sister, even while 
jealous of her as a rival—that poor, de- 
pendent, trusting wife. I came t@ loathe 
| myself, to long for yet fear death, and to 
despics yet earnestly love the man who 
had placed me in such a false position. 

One day his wife and I went on a shop- 
ping trip to a nearby city. In the Pullman 
observation car I picked up a magazine and 
opened it to a story carrying an illustra- 
tion of a so-called middle-aged woman 
crouched in a chair with tears streaming 
down her wee-begone face, while a man 
of about her own age, accompanied by a 
young and beautifully gowned girl, walked 
toward the door through which they were 
evidently About to depart from the older 
woman's life. 

My beloved’s wife, glancing over my 
shoulder at that picture, remarked: “I sup- 
~ that’s his poor old wife who has stuck 
by him through all his years of struggle 
and now when the struggle is over he is 
going away with a younger and more at- 
tractive woman.” 

I replied, from the depths of my ignor- 
ance and inexperience: “Well, why does 
any woman let herself get old and frumpy, 
and leg some younger and moré attractive 
womah walk-off with a perfectly hus- 
band? And after bringing a situation like 
that on herself, why sit around and weep 
over it? If she can't hold him, let him 
go—the world is full of opportunities for 
women. Personally, I wouldn’t stay with 
|any husband a minute longer than he 
| wanted me. If I let his love slip away 
| from me and somebody else got it, I would 
even help him to pack his trunk and go 
to the other woman.” 

“Yes, my dear”, she replied, “you could 
do that, because you are a trained stenog- 
| rapher and office executive. You could 
wipe any man out of your life and go else- 
| where, anywhere, and walk right into a 


Why I Am Single 


(Continued from page 78) 


good-paying position. There would be no 
economic problem in the situation for you. 
Lut supposing you were a woman who had 
never been trained to work, whose parents 


~had reared you in luxury, and suppose 


when you were still young and attractive 
and energetic a man had come into your 
life whose training and religion had been 
the very opposite of yours, a man to whom 
your parents objected, believing that mar- 
riage with him would end only in disaster ! 
Suppose you had flouted theif advice and 
had left the home of your parents to go 
out into the world with that man and help 
him to carve his way to the success you 
were sure hé had it in him to attain! i? 
suppose that, after fifteen years had roll 
away—fifteen years of struggle and econ- 
omizing to help, him make good—and Suc- 
cess had come in some meaguge, and your 
health in the meantime hag@@iiken, would 
you step quietly out of HHS™Hfe to make 
place for a younger and moré energetic 
woman merely because you saw he found 
her youth and her energy more attractive 
than your faded charms? Would you, 
after fifteen years of striving, go crawling 
home to your parents and eat humble pie 
by admitting they had been correct in their 
judgment of your man’s character? Or, as 
an alte rnative, would you take from him a 
‘pension’ that would enable you, probably, 
to maintain yourself in a hall bed-room in 
a so-called ‘comfortable boarding-house’, 
feeling probably that after his second mar- 
riage and the birth of any children by that 
marriage, he would grudge you even that 
‘pension’ if it deprived his children of any 
little luxuries he would like them to have?” 

What answer could I make? There was 
none. I had never been in such a position. 
I had been trained from childhood never 
to be left in such a position. I was young, 
strong, educated to work and fom@jef my 
work. I had ne problem at alii 

A few days later, while my . was 
away on a short business trip, @ “like 
a thief in’ the night. 
« He wrote me, of course, several wild let- 
ters, berating himself for having driven 
out of a good position and a comfortable 
home the woman “he loved more than life.” 


HOWEVER, he let me go—let me face 
alone all the horrors of grief and 
lonely longing, for his letters soon ceased. 

One year later, unable to bear the long- 
ing for news of him, I returned for a 
few days’ visit with a friend in the little 
village where we had met, and where he 
still held the position he had so often de- 
clared he would give up if I ever left him. 

During that visit 1 learned that within 
less than four months after my departure 
he had again “fallen in love” with his 
stenographer—my successor in his «affec- 
tions ds well as in his office. This girl, of 
the type who believes men “were made to 
work and to be worked’, accepted.not only 
his attentions but, I wall convinced, a large 
portion of his income. She had even made 
a trip to New York with him, from the 
Pacific Coast, as his “secretary”. 

And the poor, betrayed wife still clung 
to her “weak, wind-shaken reed.” 

With the shock of that revelation, some- 
thing within me died: the best of me; the 
part of me that had dreamed of a home, 
a husband and babies; the part that was 
capable of faith and Jove and trust. 

I am writing this in the hope that it 
may fall"into the hands of some lonely 
girl who is being tempted by a married 
man’s protestations of 


and if it should save one such girl from 
the agony of mind and spirit through 
which I have lived, I shall be amply re- 
paid for this opening of an old wound. 


“honorable love”, 
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This Machine ,‘Reads’’ Your Hair and 
Takes the Guess Out of Permanent Waving 


For the first time in history, Practical 
Science enters the Beauty Parlor. At the 
Nestle Testing Laboratory, New York, 


WAVING—the way to 
beauty for straight-haired women— 
is now on a scientific basis. 


No longer is your hair subjected to a 
standardized formula by which you 
may of may not get the result you de- 
sire. Thg Nestle Laboratory in New 
York, working with the Nestle Per- 
manent Waver in your own vicinity, 
has taken the guess out of permanent 
waving—by means of 


The Nestle Meter Scale 


This new invention literally “reads” 
your hair before you have it waved. 


. teveals the hidden facts which th@eye- 


cannot see. It tells us the exact char- 
acteristics of your hair. We supply you 
with this necessary information by mail 
—and the Nestle Permanent Waver in 
your own vicinity is then enabled to 
give you the scientific, CIRCULINE 
PERMANENT WAVE your hair requires. 


The Circuline permanent waving _ 
cess is a variable treatment that follows 


Free Booklet 


Tells all about 
Circuline 
Our interesting 
booklet, Taking 
the Guess Out of 
Permanent Wav- 
ing’’ brings youiull 
details of the Nestle 
Meter Scale and the new Circuline Process. 
It contains vitally interesting facts about the 
hair and its care, whether your hair is long 
or bobbed. It’s free —just send the coupon. 


the readings of the Nestle Meter Scale 
“to the letter.” It is a personalized 
treatment adapted to your individual 
head of hair. 


No matte whether your hair is strong 
or weak, snow-white or black, bleached 
or dyed—no matter whether you want 
a tight, medium or loose wave—perfect 
permanent waves may now be yours. 


» Send Usa Strand of Your Hair 


for the Laboratory Test 
It Costs You Nothing 


Just fill out the coupon below—and 
send a small strand of your hair (about 
the thickness of a pencil lead, and at 
least 5 inches long). Do not send comb- 
ings. Enclose $1 Deposit to cover costs 
of testing. 


You will then receive from the Nestle 
Laboratories, a card giving the result of 
the thorough analysis of your hair on 


the Nestle Meter Scale, Your $1 deposit 


NESTLES 
CIRCULINE PROCESS 


the perfect 


The Nestle Lanoil Company alone, possesses the patented Nestle Meter 
Scale, and only qualified establishments can offer the genuine Nestle 
Circuline Permanent Wave. Beware of imitations and misleading claims 
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the new Nestle Meter Scale renders 
you a valuable personal service. 
Results are then sent you by mail. 


will be deducted from the price of your 
next permanent wave—given anywhere 
in the United States where the Nestle 
Circuline Process is used. The Nestle 
Company guarantees the refund of this 
deposit. Over 6,000 hair dressers and 
beauty parlors use Nestle Permanent 
Waving apparatus. 


Successful Waves a Certainty 


With scientific knowledge of your hair 
in advance, your Permanent Waver can- 
not fail to give you the style of wave 
you want—exactly as you want it. 


We suggest that you. send your hair 
sample af once to insure receipt of your 
“reading” without delay. Please write 
your name and address clearly when 
filling out the coupon below. 


NESTLE LANOIL CO., LTD. 
Established 1905 


12 East Forty-ninth Street, New York City 
Originators of Permanent Waving 


) 


Nestve Co., Lrp., Lasoratory 
12 EAST 49th ST., Dept. 5-d, New Yor«k 


Enclosed find $1 Deposit and sample of my hair for an 
official laboratory reading on the Nestle Meter Scale. It 
is understood that my $1 will be deducted from the cost 
of my next permanent wave atany hair waving establish- 
ment using the Nestle Circuline Process. You are to send 
me a record of your findings and your free booklet on 
permanent waving. 


If booklet only is wanted, check here 
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BEFORE YOUR NEXT 
PERMANENT WAVE 


greater beauty 
and safety of 

he Frevenics 
Method 


This is the method of perma- 
nent waving now practiced by 
the finest parlors everywhere. 
Itis the method that gives those 
large, soft waves of lustrous 
beauty which all fastidious 
women most desire. And be- 
cause a Frederics Method par- 
lor always offers more expert 
nacghelias and artistry, it is 
not necessary to se away 
for tests before your wave. 


The great masters of per- 
manent waving throughout 
the world acknowledge this 
method as supreme for beauty 
and for safety to your hair. If 
you do not know one of these 
better parlors near you, write 
us and we will gladly tell you 
the address. 


WRITE FOR THIS FREE FOLDER 
“How to Care for Your 
Permanent Wave’ 


It gives simple instructions 
that will allow you to keep 
your permanent wave always 
like new. 


6. Freverics, Tne. 


53 West 37th Street 
New York, N. Y. 


The Frederics Method 


PERMANENT WAVING: 


FOR THE HAIR OF WOMEN WHO CARE 


Young Man, Beware! 


[Continued from page 41] 


“Or that a girl of twenty is the-safest 
playmate for a veil excitable man of fifty? 
Let’ s be fair to both sides,” I pleaded. 

‘Are they pour Je bon motif, these asso- 
ciations ried Paul. 

“If by that you mean marriage, how 
could they be when. most of the men have 
wives ?”” returned the lady of wisdom. 

“For that matter, I fancy the girls’ motif 
wouldn't bear inspection any better than 
the men’s.” 

“( r0ld diggers ?” 

“Thrill-eaters, rather.” 

“Funny way to get a thrill, the com- 
panionship of men old enough to be their 
fathers,” I opined. 

“Don’t be silly,” admonished ‘Medusa. 
“The danger in itself is a thrill for the 
modern Eve. The serpent of our day, if 
he was a wise _tempter, wouldn't label the 
Eden apple, ‘forbidden’; he’d label it, 
‘dangerous’.” 

“You still maintain that this sort of 
thing is dangerous for the young girl.” 

‘And for the man. Why not? Our 
lappers may be shallow, mis-educated, 
mentally lopsided; but they are keen, and 
eager, and just as high-keyed in mind as 
they are in nerves and in senses. Age 
doesn’t make so much difference te them. 
If it's a man, it has the potentialities of 
interest for them. As for the other angle, 
the man in his forties is no longer slipping 
down the sad decline of the darkening 
years, as some poet says,—or ought te 
have if he didn’t. Look at those specimens 
down there again; not much of the sere 
and yellow leaf about them, is there? 
Many of them are athletes still. They 
dance better than the younger men; they 
certainly talk better; they hark back in 
manner to a time when it was still good 
form to treat a woman with a certain 
deference, instead of slapping her on the 
back and letting her crawl into her coat 
unaided; and that is appealing to all 
women, no matter what they pretend. 
These men are flattered by. the response 
of youth, just as the girls are flattered by 
the attentions of experience. Danger ? 
Of course there is danger. Some of the 
liveliest scandals of the year have been 
between girls in their twenties and men 
in their forties—or more.” 

She cited the case*of a distinguished 
architect nearing sixty, now “lost” some- 
where in the south of France in the com- 
pany of an attractive girl of twenty-three. 
I capped it with the now notorious instance 
of the gray and bearded British author 
who, to the vast distress of his publishers— 
though his wife was.calm enough about it 
—took a six weeks’ tour in Africa with a 
budding actress of sixteen. 


“FT KNOW that case,” said Medusa, who 
knows everything that anybody knows 

and a good deal that nobody else knows, 

“There were—results, weren’t there?” 

“Tf you call it that,” I said succintly, 
because, for once she was in error. “A 
third-rate poem and a second-class novel; 
that’s all that came out of that renais- 
sance. Not at all what his public had a 
right to hope.” 

“And look at the movies,” pointed out 
the ‘fair expositor. “Whenever there is a 
front page flare-up from Hollywood, are 
the parties to it youth and youth? They 
are not. It’s either a middle-aged screen 
hero and a child of sixteen, or an elderly 
director and a beauty of twenty.. No, youth 
on the masculine side, is- losing its fling.” 

“IT still venture to doubt it,’ -said Paul. 

“Let’s consult an expert,” suggested 
Medusa with a gleam in her eye, which 
had wandered from us to the scene below. 

From her seclusion in a far and dim 


®it’s almost old-fashioned now. 


corner, a young girl had just risen, and 
with her escort! an iron-gray, aquiline, 
slender, and distinctly handsome man of 
perhaps forty-five or six. Medusa caught 
the youngster’s eye and beckoned with a 
little movement of the head. The other 
smiled and nodded acquiescence. There 
followed a pantomime of farewell between 
the pair on the floor, outwardly formal 
enough and brief, but in a way secret, 
furtive, as if something had been withheld 
or postponed. 

“She’s sending him away,” 
Paul. 

“Oh, she never lets him take her home,” 
explained Medusa. “Her people are what 
she would call old-fashioned, and he is 
still supposedly living with his wife. So 
they meet here or elsewhere, and part 
where they meet. At least, that’s the 
theory.” 

The girl had run up the stairs and now 
came to greet Medusa with an offhand 
but rather charming manner. She was 
vibrant with life from her small feet— 
still restlessly responsive to the music— 
to her confidently poised head, with a kind 
of child-like innocent insolence in her ex- 
pression. If ghe had: been of my kin I 
should have found cause for misgivings in 
her ,eyes,,which were large, warm, and 
faintly shaded beneath with that sensuous 
heaviness which spells danger quite as 
much to the owner as to the onlooker. 
When the presentation formality was ac- 
complished, she gaid at once: 

“But we've met before, Mr. Fabian. At 
a house party at Piping Rock three years 
ago.” 

“You must have begun very young.” 

“I was seventeen—nearly.” She gave me 
an imptident little smile. “Hasn’t the 
author of ‘Flaming Youth’ caught up with 
his times yet?” 

“a struggle, panting, in the dust of your 
progress. 

“You had it about right when you wrote 
it. But the world has moved since then; 


” 


commented 


“Then God help the present generation !” 
Said Paul. 

Our precocious companion looked at him 
with faintly interested surprise. “We help 
ourselves pretty well, thank you. Come 
anfl see me, Mr. Fabian. I'll give you some 
tips om what has happened since we bobbed 
our hair.” . 

“Tell him now,” suggested Medusa. 

“Where shall I begin?” 

“W ith yourself. What are you doing 
here?” 

“The usual thing. Just what everybody 
does.” She hesitated for a moment ;. there 
was a flash of defiance or perhaps only 
cynical amusement in the secret depths of 
those dangerous eyes. “With Gresh, you 
mean., Why not?” 

“Why not, indeed. Gresham is unim- 

peachable, socially,” returned the older 
woman in a peculiar tone. 

“You ought to know,”* said Precocia. 
(A flash of the glaw there!) “Every girl 
who wants to keep up has to have a prop 
these days,” she added. 

“A prop? Please translate,” I requested. 

Medusa obliged. 

“Short for property man. It’s the latest 
flapper slang.” 

“I thought that was a stage term,” said 
Paul. 

“It is,” answered Precocia. “But this 
means something else again. We call them 
props 

“Because they’ re your special and pri- 
vate property,” I supplied flippantly. 
because, to be plain, it takes a slice 
of property to pay for the pace.’ 

“Which the younger men can’t do.” This 
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from Medusa, still obviously obliging. 

“How can they, poor kids?” 

“Therefore, they’re out?” I inquired. 

“Oh, not so entirely. They’re on for the 
parties and sometimes the week-ends.” 

“On which occasions the props are gut, 
I suppose. 

Precocia gave me a severe look. 

“You'd be surprised. Norte of them are 
out. You can’t treat a prop tha® way; pick 
him up and drop him and pick him up 
again. Not if he knows his game. The 
competition is too keen.” 

“Keener than for the boys of your own 
generation 

“It’s this ay,” she replied after due 
consideration. “After you've picked a 
good prop and got him. broken to the 
whistle so that you can depend on him 
for auto trips and theatre and golf and 
races and what-all, you've got to watch 
over him or some bold and brazen hussy 
will come along and filch him away from 
you.” 

“Yes; but what does the prop get out 
of it?” demanded Paul almost brutally. 
I judged that he was thinking of himself— 
being at that age—as a possible dupe of this 
practice, and was annoyed atghis thought. 


HE girl said coolly: “Not afl he 
wants, I expect. And then, again, 
sometimes he does—I suppose.” 

“But when it comes to marriage?” was 
Medusa’s leading question. 

The youthful, secret eyes drooped and 
were thoughtful. 

“Ah, that’s different. Still——”’ Her 
look wandered to the vacant table—‘‘one 
might do worse—for a first course.” She 
rose. “I’ve got to get my nerve-nap before 
the Synnisters’ dinner-braw] tonight.” 

“Will Gresham be there?” asked 
Medusa. 

“Of course.” 

“And Phil and Bertie and——” She 
named half a dozen of the younger men. 

Precocia shgugged her slim, nervous 
shoulders. 

“Probably.” 

As she moved away three pairs of eyes 
followed her interestedly. 

“What do-you think?” ‘said Medusa. 

“A social peril,” said Paul. 

“A social portent, at least,” I proffered. 

Medusa said nothing but, began to hum 
beneath her breath. That which she hum- 
med was that lively melody from “The 
Mikado” : 

“Young man, beware! 
Likewise, go 


which the elderly Koko sings by way of 
warning to his youthful rival. 

But, after all, Koko got the worst of it 
in the end. 


| 
pat and Mike were cleaning windows 


on the seventh story when Pat sud- 
denly lost his balance and fell. A crowd 
collected and a doctor came out of the 
midst, and after looking him over said 
that he was dead. Just then Pat opened 
his eyes and said, “It’s a liar you are. 
Shure I’m not dead!” “Hush, Pat,” said 
Mike, “the doctor knows better than you.” 


* * * 


SMALL boy who was sitting next to 

a very haughty, old lady in a crowded 
train kept sniffing in a most annoying 
manner. At last the old lady could bear 
it no longer and turned to the boy: 

“Boy, have you got a_ handkerchief?” 
she demanded. 

The small boy looked at her for a few 
seconds and then, in a dignified tone, came 
the anéwer: 

“Yes, I have, but I don’t lend it to 


THE BEST ADVICE you will ever hear in 
connection with your complexion: 

Keep your skin scrupulously clean—and then 
let it alone! 

Use a cleansing cream that really cleanses, 
gently but thoroughly—and use nothing else! 

Your skin—any skin—thus treated, willgrow 
beautiful. 

That is why 100,000 women have deserted a 
hundred-and-one “beautifiers” in favor of 
Jarnac. The mildest, blandest cream that ever 
caressed your skin, Yet it works a wondrous 
ou And does it in amazingly short time. 

By ever-so-gently purging the pores; a 
oof, ‘fair skin is always the sign of scrupulously 
n pores. 


One Essential Cream 
Does It All 


The radiant color and smooth texture every 
woman wants (and may have) come from pore- 
deep purity. Soap and water is a good start. 
Jarnac completes the process. And stops there! 
A cream that.“‘feeds” your pores, fills them. 
And needs another cream to close them. That’s 
why the one, essential cream Jarnac is the safe 
and sensible thing to use. The beauty that fol- 
lows is,a perfectly natural result. In reality, 
Nature deserves most of the credit for the way 
Jarnac whips the dullest skin to life and beauty. 
Madan, please believe of epee does all 
anyone but a physician can do for your skin! 


JARNAC et Cie 


ive AM AN 
the little Jarnac 


Name 


Jarnac’s Double Free Offer @aM | 


548 W. Randolph Street, Chicago 


would like generous trial boxes of both — Jarnac 
5B arnac POWDER—and don’t forget 
k of Big beauty secrets! 


“What Mother said about Jarnac was TRUE” 


ONE Thing 
for Your Skin! . 


Why not Jarnac daily for two weeks? See 
what happens when you use a cream that is not 
absorbed. Jarnac cleanses, neutralizes and de- 
parts. It does not attempt to “feed” the pores, 
it cleans them—and a clean pore is never dis- 
tended. Use Jarnac as directed two or three 
weeks—and you can forget all about coarse 

res. 

Extraordinary Jarnac couldn’t have an ordi- 
nary package! It is novel, striking, But more 
important, # is pure aluminum. No chance of 
broken glass, nor unseen particles in the cream. 
And a third more cream sam a glass jar of same 
size would hold! 


Another Happy Result! 


And the new Jarnac powder ends all need of 
“powder base.” No more filling of pores with 
“foundation” creams. No necessity for heavy 
wders. On a Jarnac-cleansed skin, a unique 
arnac powder of medium weight—adheres per- 
fectly, evenly, and for hours! A soft, pure 
powder of low visibility! 

There will always be times when you wish to 
intensify even the most perfect natural color. 
Use Jarnac rouge, and the heightened colonwill 
still be perfectly natural. A moist rouge, that’s 
an actual blood-red. And just as perfect for lips! 

Today, Jarnac is found on very nearly every 
toilet counter. And you'll find Jarnac most 
moderately priced. Or may try Jarnac at no 
cost at all! Just use the coupon: 
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Distinctive -Indn al 
Stationery 


SOCIAL leaders everywhere 
insist upon Ramsay Papeterie. 
You may now obtain a special box 
of this exclusive personal station- 
ery, postpaid for $1.00. Your 
name and address imprinted in 
stylish lustre blue, COPPERPLATE GOTHIC LETTERS 
on 100 Double Sheets with Baronial Env elopes. 
Merely write (print) your name and address clearly, 
enclose with $1.00. Complete Satisfaction Guaranteed 
‘Ramsay Company 1106 Pine St., St. Louis, Mo. 
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Beauty is more beautiful when 
it is crowned with a glowing 
loveliness of hair that is radi- 
antly lustrous. The hairdresser’s 
secret of lustrous hair is a touch 
of henna in the shampoo. You may 
have just the right touch of henna, 
prepared exactly as he uses it, 
in the clear, fragrant liquid of 
HENNAFOAM SHAMPOO, to 
bring out all the richest natural 
lustre in every type of hair. 
If you cannot ebtain HENNAFOAM SHAMPOO 


from your dealer, send 60 cents to Hennafoam 
Corp., 512 West Street, New York. 


HENNAFOAM 


|} around the 


ithe thoughtless little intimacies there had 
been between us had made a bond, She 
would miss me; she didn’t want me to go. 
And I—I wasn’t so sure I wanted to go, 


myself, but | was afraid of her. She put 
lthoughts into my mind I didn't like; 
thoughts no man should have for his 


brother's and his brother dead less 
than a year. So I had to go. There was 
no other way out. 

It may seem trivial to you—as I put it 
down now | think it is rather trivial, 
myself—but the hours dragged that night 
[ packed up for Lunenburg. In the end I 
decided the easiest way would be to slip 
off without saying good- by. It was just 
after midnight. I could walk to the Pas- 
sage and make it by daylight. I piled into 
my coat, jammed my cap down over my 
earg, slung my dunnage bag over my shoul- 
der, and blew out the light. 

I had reached the lower hall before I 
noticed a crack of light underneath the 
dining-room door. Then as I turned to 
slip away, the door opened and Valaima 
stood there. She had on some sort of 
silk robe, very gaudy colored and tied 
waist with a wide sash. She 
was smiling, even laughing. 

“I thought you would try to run away,” 
she said with a grimace. 

I guessed it was easier than tryifig to 
say good-by,” I stammered. 

“Oh! So it is hard to say good-by to 
Valaima.” Now she was laughing at me 
I was no match for her wits and 


again. 
must have cut a sorry spectacle standing 
there like a clumsy lout in the dim hall- 


way with my bag over my shoulder. 

As I was trying to think what to say 
to answer, she stepped back inte the din- 
ing-room. I could hear her pull up a 
chair. She had left the door open and 
she knew I must come now to say good-by. 
She could make me do almost anything 
she wanted and knew it. What was it 
about her that held me? Whatever it was, 
I followed her into the dining-room. She 
was sitting by the table, and she nodded 
toward the chair opposite. 

“Sit down,” she said. “I want to talk 
to you. Is Valaima such a terrible ogre 
that you must run away from her?” 

“No, it isn’t that; it’s because—” 
lost for words. 

“Why are you afraid of me, Jethro?” 
she asked. 

“I’m not afraid,” 


I was 


I answered, 


Gu threw back her head at that and 
laughed, that golden liquid laugh that 
made summer come to the room where she 
was. But this time it didn’t seem golden 
to me. It was funny, but the story I had 
read of Ulysses and the Sirens flashed into 
my mind, 

“You are Bartholomew's wife,” 
“That's why !” 

She was on her feet in an instant, her 
eyes blazing. But I stood my ground, 

“And I was going away without saying 
good-by to you, because it wasn't like say- 


I said. 


ing good-by to my brother's wife. And 
that’ $s wrong and I'm a fool and you——” 
“And me,” she interrupted stepping 


closer. 

“You're my brother’s wife,” I answered. 
“Good-by!” I picked up my bag and 
pushed her aside as I made for the door. 
Never in fy life did it feel better to get 
out into the air than it did that night. 

But I was a fool. The clasps on my 
boots sang it to me as I went down the 
road. For days and days afterward I 
couldn't get that parting from Valaima 
out of my head. 

And so I came to Lunenburg and stood 


on the threshold of a ngw day with more 
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Soul of the Sea 


[Continued from page 47] 


than one reason for throwing myself into 
the life of a deep sea fisherman. There 
were things I wanted to forget, and I 
welcomed the rigors of the Sable Island 
banks with open arms. I plunged into my 
work witha will. 

There are those who complain that life, 


when it brings the return of the same 
conditions day after day, grows monot- 
onous, I found no monotony in it. For 


one thing, I loved the se for another, 
I knew that each day br@@ght me a day 
nearer to My goal. Marty Yeomans, our 
skipper, was one of the shrewdest who 
ever made sail out of Lunenburg and with 
my father’s letter to old Captain John 
Beamish, .L naturally came a good deal 
under his eye. As I was anxious to learn, 
he often went out of his way to explain 


the sailing points of the Blue Mary. She 
was Nova Scotia built and no Bluenose 
fishing schooner had ever taken her 


measure. 
But it wasn't all seamanship and sailing. 
There were days and days together at the 
trawls, an@ when the sea was rough and 
the line heavy you pulled and lifted by 
turn until you thought your arms would 
come out of their sockets. Often as not 
I was drenched to the bone beneath my 
oil-skins from one turn of a tide to the 
next. And it was while pulling wearily 
back to the schooner from the trawls 
after such a session that I learned the 
value of good rum. It was hateful stuff 
at first and burned down my throat like 
fire until I gagged and gasped for air. 
But it made the blood glow again and took 
the ache out of leaden bodies. Rum ashore 
was another story altogether, and I’m 


minded of a time with Jim Blake in 
Boston, Jim was my buddy on the Blue 
Mary. 


It was after an unusual run of fisher- 
man’s luck, and we wer@gloaded to the 
gun’ls with fish and halibut—fish in the 
parlance of the Bank fishermen meaning 
cod, haddock, pollock, all packed together 
indiscriminately and sold at one price. 
Halibut, on the other hand, we iced down, 
and it brought a big return on the fancy 
market. 

We had been the first of the fleet out 
on that trip, had run into luck, and would 
be’ the first home. Then a bit of wind 
came out of the nor’east, climbed along 
until it was a young gale, and Marty 
Yeomans deeided to run before it to Bos- 
ton. If we could beat the Southern Fleet 
in, our catch would sell on a rising market 
and a bonus was. promised all round. And 
then I learned what it meant to “drive 
her until you pull the sticks out of her.” 

Hour after ‘hour we swept on that day 
with+every rope singing a tune and the 
canvas groaning like a chorus of lost 
souls. But Marty Yeomans never hauled 
in an inch of sail, and we made Boston 
with all our rigging intact and sold our 
full catch at a record price. 

* Thad never been to Boston béfore. With 
my bonus jingling in my pocket, I set out 
with Jim Blake. He was going to show 
me the town. And that was my first 
initiation into what rum would do ashore. 
We landed in a place that was mostly 
filled with sailors. There was a bar in 
front and a restaurant in the room back 
of the bar. Presently we were joined by 
others of the crew from the Blue Mary 
and the rum was passed around more 
freely after that. Ned Hatch, our mate, 
got into an argument with some Gloucester 
fisherman and before you could drop a hat 
the fight had started. There was bad 
blood between the Gloucester and *Lunen- 
burg fishing fleets, and we had come in 
on their market and were boasting of 
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what we had done to boot. I guess we 
were the ones who started the fight, all 
right. 

I saw Jim Blake crumple up as a big 
Gloucesterman hit him with a chair. That 
was enough for me, and I sailed in. The 
whole place was in an uproar. Tables, 
bottles, glasses—everything went down 
with a crash. I don’t think there were 
any spectators. It was @verybody’s fight 
and ever¥body took a hand in it. It didn't 
last long, however, and ended as suddenly 
as-it had begun. Somebody had me around 
the neck and I was boring in for a grip 
so I wouldn't go down, and just as I got 
myself braced my assailant let go. In a 
minute the place was empty. Jim Blake 
had me by the arm and we were going out 
the back way. We climbed over a fence 
into an alley and ran. 

“Well, the bulls damn near got us that 
time,” Jim said as we’slowed down. “I'll 
bet that big Dutch bartender went for 

didn’t answer. Most of my belliger- 
ence had left me. Ten minutes before, I 
had been full of it. But the struggle in 
the back room of the saloon and the hasty 
exit had helped to clear my head. I no 
longer saw through a haze. Rum, shore, 
I decided, was not so good. 

We had come out near what Jim said 
was Boston Common, and as two girls 
went by us one of them smiled. 

“Come on,” Jim said enthusiastically. 
“The broads.in this town like sailors, and 
I got a ten-spot left.” 


So we did a right about face and before ‘ 


we reached the next corner the girls had 
slowed down and we walked up to them. 
This was my first adventure of that sort, 
and I remember that my breath was short. 
I didn’t know quite what was to be said 
on such an occasion, so I let Jim do the 
talking. I noticed also that one of the 
girls was almost as shy as I was. She 
was small and blonde. The other was 
heavier built, dark and olive skinned. I 
guessed she was a “Portugee.” There were 
lots of Portuguese on the fishing banks, 
most of them coming from Cape Cod. 

Jim arranged things so that he went off 
with the dark girl, and the little blonde 
and I followed. It felt queer to have a 
strange girl holding my arm, and | was 
glad when Jim decided we'd all go into a 
movie. It was a Western picture—I re- 
member that much—and it was 4 lot easier 
to sit in the dark and watch the screen 
than it was to walk along the street with 
the little blonde holding half afraid to my 
arm. 

Jim and his girl were busy talking most 
of the time, and once the dark girl leaned 
over to say, “What's the matter, Myrt? 
That guy of yourn tongue-tied.” 

“No, he’s all right,” the blonde girl an- 
— and right away I began to like 


“After the show, Jim and his girl wanted 
us to go sotnewhere else—I didn’t get just 
where, and I didn’t know the town. My 
girl didn’t want to go, which made the 
other girl angry. Jt looked as though the 
party were going to break up when I 
suggested that if Myrt didn’t want to go 
I'd take her home. 


“Fine,” said Jim. “See you later!” And 


_he and the dark girl were gone. 


“I guess you think I’m a piker,” my 
girl said, looking up at me, and I saw that 
her lips were trembling. 


a THINK you're a peach,” I said, and 
felt really elated at my courage. 

We got along pretty well after that. 
I told her about Salt Island and the fish- 
ing banks and how some day I was going 
to have a ship of my own. She said she 
had come from a small town, too, and she 
was going back. She lived in a boarding 
house and worked in a candy factory, she 


Famous Marcelling Cap 


Moiaten the hair with Mo- 
Gowan’s Curling Liquid, 
which comes with every 
outfit, stretch the elastic 
headband with the hand 
bring it over the het, 
puff out the hair in lit- 
tle “woves’’ and let it 
dry in this position. 
Meanwhile you can read 
or finish dressing. 


OTHING succeeds 

like Or- 
ders have poured in 
until now McGowan’'s 
marvelous marcelling 
outfit is in the hands of 
more than 50,000 satis- 
fied" users — 50,000 
“boosters” to their 
friends. 
Instead of pricing this 
unique invention at $5 
to $10, as many advised 
us to, we offered the 


Offered at Amazing Low Price 


Further reduction in remarkable 
‘curling outfit 


hair. Constant marcel- 
ling with artificial heat 
is most injurious, Short- 
ly after you discard the 
harsh, artificial method 
of marcelling and adopt 
this safe, natural way, 
you'll begin to see the 
difference Split ends 
and unruly strands will 
vanish. The Curling 
Liquid that goes with 
the McGowan Hair 
Waving Outfit not only 
accentuates the curl, 
but acts as a tonic for 
scalp and hair, eradi- 
cates dandruff and 
itching and promotes 
rich, luxurious growth. 
It is absolutely neutral 
and guaranteed not to 
stain the hair or affect 
its color in amy way. 
Avoid Imitations 
The amazing success 
of the McGowan Mar- 
celling Cap naturally 
tempted imitators. Most 
of them have not dared 
the és Fy enw produce a device like it 
is the loveliest mar- in construction or opera- 
cel you ever saw. tion, but have contented 

themselves with adopt- 
ing similar names for the 
purpose of confusing the 
public and capitalizing on 
the advertising We have 
done. Now that our ap- 
[Scots for a patent has 
een granted we intend to 
take whatever steps are 
necessary to protect our 
customers against imposi- 
tion. Do not be misled 
and disappointed. For 
your own sake, be sure 
7 order only the genuine 
IcGowan Marcelling Cap. 


In 15 minutes your 
hair is dry, remove 


Be among the lucky ones 
The McGowan Marcelling 
Outfit consists of the Mar- 
celling Cap and a large 
size bottle of McGowan’s 
Curling Fluid. The Curl- 
ing Liquid itself has always 
sold for $1.87 a bottle, and 
the Cap, if ordered sep- 
arately, for the same 


entire outfit (including 
a $1.87 bottle of Mc- 
Gowan’s Curling 
Liquid) at only $2.87— 
just enough to cover 
the cost of making and 


few months’ time 


° cut in price 
by selling at the closest 
possible margin we others. 
could quickly get the vol- 


50,000 USERS MADE 
THIS OFFER POSSIBLE 


We set the price of the McGowan Mar- 
celling Outfit extremely low to begin with. 
This brought us nearly 
We figured that by 
cutting the price still more, the increased 
j le P volume of business would make up for the 
selling. We felt that We don’t know when we a ania and when the 
may have to restore the old price of $2.87. bs 
That depends on you and fifty thousand 


amount—a total of $3.74. 
Now we're making another 
reduction to $1.97 for the 
entire outfit! 

Send no money 
You need not pay for your 
Marcelling Outfit in ad- 
Just sign and mail 


50,000 sales in a 


postman brings your new 
found beauty aid, simply 
deposit $1.97 (plus a few 


ume of sales needed to 
operate most economically. 
We knew the Marcelling Cap was something 
every gitl and woman wanted. Our judgment 
was vindicated. But we did not anticipate such 
an overwhelming flood of orders. Now we have 
just completed arrangements which will practi- 
cally double our capacity—and we're going after 
the next 50,000! 
But we're not going to wait until the total r1oo,- 
000 are sold to give you the benefit of this quan- 
tity production. Ve're going to give it to you 
now. We have cut nearly one dollar off the 
price and this saving of approximately $50,000 
goes to the next 50,000 girls who order! There 
is nothing complicated about this remarkable 
hair waving device; nothing to get out of order. 
You can see at a glance just how it works. It 
is amazingly simple. 50,000 girls and women 
throughout the country are using it with gfati- 
fying results. 

For every type and style 
Whatever style of “bob” you prefer—whatever 
kind of hair you have—this new marcelling de- 
vice is guaranteed to give you just the kind of 
marcel you want in 15 minutes’ time. And a 
fresh marcel every time you need it with as little 
trouble as it ordinarily takes to comb long hair! 
Think what a saving this will mean. Instead of 
paying $1.00 to $1.50, plus a 25 to 50-cent tip 
for a marcel, it will cost you only about one 
cent! Instead of an hour or two going and 
coming from the Beauty Parlor, it will take 
only 15 minutes at home. 


But even more important is the benefit to your 
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cents postage). After try- 
ing this outfit for seven 
days, if you aren't entirely satisfied just return 
it and we will refund the purchase price in full. 
Remember, we take all the risk. he same 
guarantee of Absolute Satisfaction or Money 
Back applies at this reduced price. 

If you don’t find the McGowan Marcelling Outfit 
the greatest beauty invention you ever used—if it 
doesn’t give you the loveliest marcel you ever 
saw—then the cost of the trial is on us. Don't 
iM it off another day. You have nothing to 
jose; everything to gain. Fill out the coupon 
and mail it today. 


The McGowan Laboratories 
710 West Jackson Boulevard, Chicago 


The McGowan Laboratori: 
710 W. Jackson Bivd., Dept. 182, Chicago. 

Dear Mr. McGowan—Please send me your hair 
waving outfit, which includes your recently patented 
Marcelling Cap and a bottle of Curling Liquid. I 
agree to deposit $1.97 (plus postage) with the post- 
man upon its delivery. After seven days’ trial, if I 
am not satisfied with results in every way TI will re- 
turn the outfit and you are to refund the purchase 
price in full without any further obligation on my part. 


! Note—If you expect to be out when the postman u 
I calls, enclose $2.00 with your order and the Me- ! 
1 Gowan Marcelling Outfit will be sent postpaid. ! 
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wenty years ago 
a secret among women 
of society and the stage, 
today this /iquid that 
quickly and gently re- 
moves hair at the roots 
is a toilet essential to 
thousands. 


60c, $1, $2—Everywhere, or direct from 
De Miracle, 138 West 14th St., New York 


DeMiracte 
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- WHY PAY BIG MONEY 
FOR YOUR SPRING HAT? 


You can easily learn Millinery dur- 
ing spare minutes your home in 106 
weeks 

Start a Millinery 
$1200 to 


*““Shoppe"’ 


a year 
for free 
his wonderf 

"FRANKLIN. ‘INSTITUTE 


Dept. Ps39 Rochester, N. Y. 
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Somethin g DIFFERENT 
for Bobbed Hair 


Txers is a tremendous difference in bobs. Some 
are wonderfully attractive and becoming, while 
others, well — which kind is yours ? 

I wish you could picture the becoming kind I 
have in mind — the sort that makes men turn to 
admire. I can’t cell you what the color is, but 
it’s fullof thosetiny dancing lights that somehow 
suggest auburn, yet which are really no more ac- 
tual color than ‘sunlight. It’s only when the head 
is moved that you catch the auburn suggestion— 
the fleeting glint of gold. 

You have no idea how much your bob can be 
improved with the “tiny tint” Golden Gline 
Shampoo will give it. If you want a bob like thar 
I have in mind, buy a package and see for your- 
self. At all drug stores, or send 25¢ direct to 


J.W.KosrCo., 618 Rainier Ave., Seattle, Wn. 


Golden Glint 
SHAMPOO.» 


at all. 
came 


Boston 


said, and she didn’t like 
since she 


She hadn’t had any fun 
there nearly a year: ago, Mercedes, that 
was the dark girl, had offered to show 
her how to have a good: time, and I was 


the first strange boy she had ever gone 
out with. I told her I was in the same 
boat; that I'd never just picked up a girl 
| before, and we both laughed. 

Then I took her home and got lost 
| on the way back, and it was pretty nearly 


| morning before I got,back to the ship. 


can 


Jim 
was there ahead of Me and rolled over as 
| crawled into my bunk. 

“Say, Jeth, I thought you were just 
passing out on us when you went off with 
that little kiddo of yours. And me think- 
ing you were one of these slow-going 
kind!” 

I flushed at the words and wanted to 
hit him, Instead, I merely said I got lost. 

“Sure, so did I! Now it’s your turn 
to tell another one!” Jim chortled. 

[ said nothing, and he rolled over and 
went to sleep. The whole affair must 
have been pretty incidental to him, because 
he never mentioned it again. A month 
after that. the season ended and I went 
back to Salt Island for the winter. 

But I was a moody kid; that day 
clung in my mind for months, It still 
lies buried in my memory or I wouldn’t 
be writing about it now. But it was a 
long time before I finally got to the bot- 
tom ef it and discovered why it fitted into 
the pattern of my life. It was a dark girl 
and a blonde, a forward girl and a shy 
one. One of them troubled me, and the 
other put me at ease! It was Valaima 
and Mary Strong all over again. I found 
that out the first day I was back home. 

Valaima pretended to have forgotten 
the way had gone off to Lunenburg. 
But the months on the banks had taught 
me many things. I could judge values 
better. | wasn't so helpless before her; I 
could see that for all her seeming friendli- 
ness and joy at my return, she still had 
that parting on her mind and if oppor- 
tunity offered would pay me back for it. 
A strange state of affairs that was, in 
my own home, and she my brother's wife 

and my brother’s young son just learn- 
ing to toddle and beginning to look like 
his father. 

But I wasn’t gothg to let it prey on 
my mind. Captain Strong’s books and 
charts meant more to me after the season 
I had had with Marty Yeomans, I spent 
a lot of time that winter down with old 
McTavish, the boat builder, and with 
Uncle Matthew Prior. I seemed to have 
separated myself from the boys I spent 
my dory days with, and I found that most 
of the men were glad to talk to me and 
were interested in my questions and what 
I had to say. 

The leave-taking that spring -was a 
simple matter. At Lunenburg, Marty 
Yeomans slapped me on the back, and 
that season, whenever opportunity offered, 
I was in his cabin. Jim Blake was no 
longer my companion. Jim would always 
be a banks’ fisherman, I realized that, and 


I could learn nothing from him, Don’t 
think that I was a young prig; I wasn’t—I 
say that honestly. On several occa- 


sions I was glad to lend Jim money. I 
liked him still, but we had nothing in 
common and I think he understood how 
things lay between us as well as I did. 
And on the last trip of that season I 


brought the Blue Mary home and, with 
Marty Yeomans at the wheel alongside 
me, eased her into her berth. That was 


my first real experience at feeling the 
thrill of a ship under my hand, and it 
was never to leave till the end of my 
days. It was what I was born for, and 
my heart sang as I went home for the 
winter. And now Captain Strong’s books 
and charts had become friends. No longer 
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were they just to be studied and pored 
over. There was a bond of understanding 
between me and them. They were like 
old friends, counsellors, who gave kindly 
advice and not at all the stern, tiresome 
masters they were in the beginning. 


EFORE that winter was over I was 


lonely. It was all very well to pass 
the day with @ld McTavish and Uncle 
Matthew. But when I would come up the 


hill at night and would overtake a girl and 
boy arm in arm with their heads together, 
1 knew that man was not made to live 
alone. 

There were times .when it seemed like 
folly to keep on and on in the hope that 
Mary Strong was waiting for me. What 
if she hadn't waited? I had something 
to think about along that line the morning 
the minister read the banns for young 
MacLean and Jennie Hyatt at the Presby- 
terian Church. It was a village custom, 
that reading of banns. They were read 
for three successive Sabbaths and after 
the third reading Jennie and MacLean 
stood up and went to the front of the 


church. Young MacLean was rather 
clumsy about it, too, and knocked over 
a chair, 


and a titter wept through the 
church as he stooped F~ picked it up. 
And after -they had shaken hands with 
the minister they came back. MacLean 
was red in the face, almost as red as the 
strip of carpet that went down the center 
aisle of the church, But Jennie’s wasn’t. 
She held her head very straight and she 
looked right at me. This was the Jennie 
that I had once said was going to be my 


wife. 

That afternoon’ my books didn’t hold 
me very well. I kept looking out of the 
window and wondering why Jennie was 
going to marry young MacLean. Was it 
to spite me? And wouldn’t she run off 
with me, banns or no banns, if I asked 
her? Then the words of my father came 
to me, my father whom I hadn't so much 
as heard from since he went away. 

“But between pride and false pride there 
is all the expanse of the sea.” 


How true those words were now! It 
was my pride, my vanity, that was 
hurt. I didn’t care for Jennie Hyatt in 


the way a man cares for the woman he 
wants to marry. But she had laughed at 
me, at least there was 4 smirk behind that 
straight look she had given me-in church. 
So I managed to swallow my pride, and 
that night when I met Jennie coming back 
home from MacLean’s with the milk, I 
stopped her and told her what a fine fellow 
I thought MacLean was and how I hoped 
she would be happy. 

“I guess that’s a big thing for you to 
say, Jethro Gale,” Jennie answered, “after 
the way I looked at you in church. Honest, 
I wanted to stick my tongue out at? you. 
And I know Jamie MacLean and I are 
going to be happy. His father has bought 
the Weldon cottage and is giving it to us 
for a*wedding present. You'll come and 
see us sometime, won't you?” 

* “Sure I will, Jennie,” I said. And that 
was that, but it made me feel good. ‘ 
Somehow, I felt closer to Mary Strong 
after that. Somehow, I felt that she was 
still waiting for me. And that night, 
while Valaima sat curled. up on the floor 
in front of the great square stove with 
little Bartholomew asleep in her lap, I 
read to her. Mrs. Burton had gone to 
church. I do not know how long I read. 
I just chanced to look up from the book. 
Valaima’s eyes were closed. I whispered 
her name, but she didn’t answer. She, too, 

was asleep. 

So I put away the book and picked up 
the baby and carried him to his crib, 
tucked a comfort over him so he wouldn’t 
catch cold, and went back to Valaima. 
I had grown in my two years at sea. It 
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was a simple matter to slip an arm 
around her and lift her to the sofa. I 
arranged the pillows so she would be 
comfortable and spread the afghan over 
her. Asleep, she was like a child. A 
stray wisp of hair had become uncoiled 
and hung over her face. Gently, I pushed 
it back from her forehead. As I did so 
she opened her eyes and smiled. That 
was all. Nota word, not a gesture. But 
I knew she was no longer asleep. I knew 
she was no longer a child, but a woman, 
and a woman all ivory and gold; a woman 
with the reddest lips and the softest skin. 

She must have read the desire in my 
eyes as I stood over her and she smiled 
again. It was a different smile this time, 
and the gext moment I had my arms 
about her and those red lips were pressed 
to mine. Yet, as suddenly as I had caught 
her to me, just as suddenly had she pushed 
me away. Her ears were quicker than 
mine. I did not hear the front door 
open, but I heard it bang. Mrs. Burton 
had come home from church. ‘I reached 
for my book, sank into’ my chair, and 
was reading when Mrs. Burton came in. 

Mrs. Burton was full of what the min- 
ister had had to say, and I was glad of 
that. It gave me a reason for putting 
away my book and going up to bed. Of 
course I didn’t go to bed. Valaima had 
vaid me back. She hadn't been asleep. 
he whole thing was feigned, a clever 
exhibition of play acting. What if Mrs. 
Burton hadn't come in? My conscience 
burned to my very marrow. Looking 
back now, I think I placed too much em- 
phasis on what had happened. ! think 
now it was a perfectly natural sequence 
of events. That real meeting of Valaima 
andgme gvas bound to have happened 
soomer or later. Now that it*had hap- 
pened, I certainly was not going to give 
in to it. To make doubly sure, I packed 
my things that night, and the next morning 
went back to Lunenburg. 


* * * * * K, 


That year I stood my examination, got 
my mate’s commission #and when Ned 
Hatch moved up and took out his’ own 
ship, about mid-season, I stepped into his 
berth on the Blue Mary. It was only a 
question of time after that when I would 
come to command a ship of my own, and 
once that happened I couid go to Captain 
Strong. My whole mind turned now to 
the time when I should go to New Bed- 
ford. One more winter at home and I 
should be gone. But that winter, just as 
spring: was coming, brought me news of 
my father’s death. 


RS. Burton had been right; London 
was only a stopping place for my 
father when he left Salt Island. The cable, 
just a brief half dozen words saying that 
he was dead, had come from Singapore. 
That afternoon Uncle Matthew sent for 
me, and I knew that.he had something 
for me from my father. When I went 
down there I found that Uncle Matt had 
been named executor in my father’s will; 
that the big house on the hill was now 
mine, as were certain inte,ests in the 
packing plant and in Captain John Beam- 
ish’s fleet. My father was part owner of 
that fleet, and I had won my way in one 
of his own ships and had not known it. 
The Blue Mary was mine now, and I 
knew her from bowsprit to “stern post. 
from keelson to the tip of mainmast. But 
the thrill of ownership was not the thrill 
L had had that first time I had brought 
her safe to her mooring. Besides, my 
father was dead. I would never see him 
again. He had gone to meet Bartholomew, 
Certain properties of my father’s were 
to be sold and a trust fund created for 
little Bartholomew. But how could my 
father, have known of little Bartholomew ? 
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Adds Gloss and Lustre, Makes 
Your Hair Easy to Manage 


l you want to make your hair easy 
to manage and add to its natural 
gloss and lustre, this is very easy to do. 

Just put a few drops of Glostora on 
the bristles of your hair brush, and brush 
it through your hair when you dress it. 
You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly. 


Glostora simply makes your hair 
more beautiful by enhancing its natural 
wave and color. It keeps the wave aiid 
curl in, and leaves your hair so soft and 
pliable, and so easy to manage, that it 
will stay any style you arrange it, even 
after shampooing—whether long or 
bobbed. 


A few drops of Glostora impart that 
bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will fairly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre. 


A large bottle of Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store or toilet goods 
counter. Try it! You will be delighted 
to see how much more beautiful your 
hair will look, and how easy it will be to 
manage. 


A generous sample FREE upon request. 


Send This Coupon and Try it FREE 

THE R. L. WATKINS COMPANY 
1276 West 3rd Street, Cleveland, Ohio 

Please send me FREE, a sample of GLOSTORA, all charges paid. 


large bottle of Glostora costs 
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or toilet goods counter. 


FREE 


aseven day 


—to clear and soften your 
skin as jar creams never have! 
A truly unique cream — rose pink and almond scented. 
Contains imported cosmetic oils; also beautifiers not ob- 
tainable in jar creams. Melts as you apply it. Cleanses, 
clears, whitens and softens skin 
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SEM PRAY 


We have openings for a few new members in 
Fireside Industries; a national organization of 
} artistic home-workers. No experience 
| We teach you just what to do and furnish 
outfit to members without extra cost. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. 
FREE BOOK TELLS HOW 
You can easily make extra money, 
in spare hours or full time without 
leaving home. Fascinati 
work, decorating beautifu 
art novelties to supply big 
a demand. Send 2c postage 
now for BOOKLET giving 
full details. 
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understand . 

“Oh! of course you don't, Peggy old 
dear—you're like Jack. He couldn't 
understand why any woman wanted 
to be lovelier than nature made her. 
But after I used Kissproof ... . the 
thrill I got when he saw me, con- 
vinced me that Kissproof Rouge, Lip- 
stick and Powder had wrought a radi- 
ant transformation I was lovelier! 
My dream had come true! | fairly 
glowed with the joy of living. It was 
as simple as that!” 

The magic of Kissproof will give you 
the petal softness of a lovely skin— 
the tint of wild roses on your cheeks 
—the lure of lovely lips, like crushed 
red buds—their faint suggestion of 
perfume—that's you! 

Kissproof Compact’ Rouge, gorgeous, 
glowing with life and youth. As natu- 
ral as your own blush. «A ride in the 
glorious spring breeze, or under the 
evening lights amid blazing color, still 
finds this new, waterproof, compact 
rouge vivid and daintily adherent. 


h of Kissproof Lipstick gives new and rare 


g, dancing, motoring 

party 

t caress of Kissrroof Pace 
your complexion 


Powder adds 
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ze of y You should 
Powder ir ur weli- 

it t \ m base. It lings 
ind clings. Comes in a ing Black and Gold 
box—not any more expensive, but Oh so lovely! 


Made in Rachel, Ivory Flesh and White 


Your dealer (if up to date) can sup ply you. If not, 
for beauty's sake, accept no substitute, but send di- 
rect. The price of the Lipstick is soc, the Rowge is 
75¢ and the Powder is $1.00—or send coupem for 
Free Samples. 


Delica laboratories Inc 


Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 1325 
3012 Clybourn Ave., Chicago, IIL 
Please send free samples (enough for 
Kissproof Rouge 
I enclosgy 10¢ for 


Flesh 


Gentlemen 
one week) of Kissproof Lipstick 
Kissproof Face Powder 

pedking and mailing 
Ivory C) Brunette OD White 
Check Shade of Powder 
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I turned back and saw that the will was 
dated barely three months before. 

‘Then, Uncle Matt, my father knew I 
had gone to Captain Beamish. And EI 
thought—” I couldn't finish what I wanted 
to say: that my father had been tollow- 
ing me as closely almost as if he had 
never gone away, while I had thought for 
all these past months and years that out- 
side of the letter he had written to Cap- 
tain John Beamish he had left me to my 
own resources, 

“Aye, lad! 
whole of it. 
a hard man to understand. 


Your father knew the 
He was a strange man and 
But he gave 


| credit where credit belonged. He was a 
| terrible man to oppose, but he was never 


ashamed to admit when he was wrong,” 
Uncle Matthew said. “But read on—the 
rest of the will. I've a letter for you 
afterward that you'll be wantin’ to read 
alone.” 


I turned again to the will. After the 


| clause dealing with the trust fund for 


Bartholomew's son was one which read: 
“And to Valaima, my son Bartholomew's 
wife, I bequeath the sum of twenty-five 
thousand dollars. I have no provision to 
make as to what use this sum shall be 
put. She may administer it as she sees 
fit, but I advise that she return to the 
land of her birth without the boy, if 
possible. I may be wrong, but I think 
this will be best for the boy.” 

Then there was a final clause which 
directed me to place in the Gale burial 
plot a small marker with his name, the. 
dates of his birth and death, and the 
following verse: 

“No crumbling dust doth this stone mark; 

There's nothing left but memory 
Of a spirit that crept into the dark, 

Among the Islands of the Sea.’ . 


HAT was all. There were tears in my 
eyes as I handed the will back to Uncle 
Matt. Just in that last clause I had been 
drawn closer to my father than I had 
ever been drawn in my life. Uncle Mat- 
thew’s hand was on my shoulder and he 
was saying: 
“I’m not so sure, lad, but here’s your 
father’s letter. It was written the day he 
went away against just such a time as 


| this. When you've read it, I think maybe 


you'll understand. The last thing he said 
to me was that he hoped you'd understand. 
Strange, your father was, lad, but true, 
every inch o’ him.” 

And somehow I managed to take the 
letter and make my way back to the house 
on the hill. In my father’s own room, 
sitting at his desk, I opened #. To mé 


| as I read it, it was as thought my father 


had come back from his unknown grave 
to talk to me. Here is the letter, 


Dear Boy: 

“T am leaving today and shall never 
see you again, And you have gone 
down to your favorite haunt by the 
sea. From my window, through my 
glass, I watched you go. You will 
not be here to say good-by to me. 
What a strange parting thig is between 
father and son. Yet I, alone, am to 
blame. 

“The day just past has been a terri- 
ble blow to me. My first son, Bar- 
tholomew, was the pride of my life— 
but he was also the mark of my sin. 
I have seen resentment in your eyes 
today, you who love Bartholomew, and 
I sense that you seem to feel that I 
have turned against Bartholomew. Let 
me tell you that if my heart is hard 
today and is filled with bitterness, it 
is against myself. Gladly would | 
give my own life if I could bring back 
the life of my son, 

“You may know before you read 
this that Bartholomew was not your 
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But he was. my son, just 
as you are my son. And his mother 
was a girl like the girl-wife of Bar- 
tholomew who is now coming home to 
Salt Island. Why do you think I am 
running away—for your father’ ts 
something of a coward, boy; he is 
runhing away. No one knows why, 
and to you I tell it for the first time. 
‘It goes back to the time I met 
Bartholomew's mother. She was of 
the Islands, beautiful. It was first love 
between us. And without benefit of 
clergy, she was going to have a baby. 
And then I, a Gale, in my ungodly 
pride, saw for the first time that she 
was only part white. As a love-ma@te 
she fad been beautiful, Asg wif 
enough of that, boy. I make no ex- 
cuses now. I was a coward. I didn’t 
marry her. I ran away. Everything 
was sail in the islands then, and though 
I repented before I had got out of 
sight of land, it was months before 
could get back again. On my return, 
I found an imfant son and a grave. 
She had waited and watched for me 
to come back. She had even joined 
the Church so that she could pray to 
my God to help bring me back. But 
the prayers weren't answered. I’m 
afraid that in her faith she looked for 
a miracle, When I did come back, it 
was too late. She had turned once 
more to her own gods and they had 
shown her relief. She killed herself. 

“T brought the baby home. I tried 
to forget. Years later I married Betty 
Jenks, your mother. She was sweet 
and kind and altogether good—too 
good for me, in fact. I never told her 
the truth about what had hapge ned, 
the East. And I know that s 4 
I had kept something back. I even 
think she knew I had married her to 
try to forget. 

“Then Bartholomew went to sea 
and heard the East calling to him. 
Why shouldn’t he have heard it? 
Wasn't it in his blood? And every 
time he sailed gway I dreaded the day 
when he should come baék. Sooner or 
later he would bring home a wife and 
she would be from the Islands and 1 
wouldn't have the courage to face her. 

“Now, Bartholomew is dead; but a 
child-wife from the Islands is coming 
in his place. But, at last, I think I 
have a little courage. I am not trying 
to forget. The end won't be so very 
long now. From this day on I shall 
try to remember, I think it will be 
easier to remember out there, and so 
I am going back. 

“When you read this, you will know 
that I have been thinking of you. 
You. don’t know how hard it has been 
not to take you with me. You don't 
know how glad it made me feel when 
you asked to go. I think, boy, we 
were very close to each other then. It 
was the faith you had in me that 
helped me to go on. 

“And now I must close. I have 
just been to the window with the glass. 
You are still down at the Hawk. It 
is best. Good-by, my son, 

Your loving father. 


JETHRO GALE” 


veal brother. 


My eyes were wet with tears long be- 
fore I camé to the end, and when I did 
come to the end it was with a choking 
sob. It was as though my father hag 
died before my eyes as I read that last 
good-by of his. His glass still hung on 
the nail where he had left it. I had the 
ones Captain Strong had given me and 
never used my father’s. In this very 
room, at the east window, he had stood 
watching me that day when he went 
away. 
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Unconsciously, I walked over and 
took the glass down. It was covered 
with dust, and I carefully wiped it 
clean. It was probably the last thing in 
the room my father had touched. And it 
was just there by the window where he 
had stood. I had looked out of that 
window times without number, but never 
with a glass. I hadn't thought the shack 
was visible from our house, because you 
could barely see the top of the house from 
Hawk beach. 

I didn’t doubt my father’s word; | 
don’t know what it was that prompted me 
to focus the glass and train it on the 
eastward beach. My first search was 
fruitless. It’ was a high powered glass, 
and at that distance, not more than two 
miles, it was hard to take in the full 
sweep of the beach. But I knew about 
where the shack should lie, and presently 
I found it. Just as my father had written, 
it stood out between two trees, against the 
sea. As I looked I thought I caught a 
movement. Was it the wind, or had some- 
one opened the door? I trained the glass 
closer. There was someone—a woman— 
she wasi@running—now she had _ stopped 
and was bending down—there was a child 
with her—now she was running again with 
the child after her. I put down the glass. 

Just as my father had stood and looked 
at me on that day when he went away, 
so had I just stood in the selfsame ‘spot and 
with the selfsame glass, The woman and 
child were Valaima and my brother Bar- 
tholomew’s son. 

My father’s letter was on the desk 
where I had left it. I folded it up and 
put it in my pocket. Then I reached for 
my cap. Valafma would still be down at 
the beach if I hurried. 


HAT letter of my father’s brought the 
beginning of real understanding be- 
tween Valaima and me. 

In all fairness, I think I should tell her 
side of the story. Her mother was a court 
dancer (just what that meant I do not 
know) and a Malayan. From what I had 
read I knew that the Malayans were no or- 
dinary race, and from Valaima’s acgount I 
knew that the stock she came from was far 
above the ordinary Malayan. Her father 
was in the French revenue, or consular 
service. I forget which. There was quite a 
story about him—he was an outcast from his 
people and had gone to the Islands of the 
Sea to forget. It had been love at first 
sight between this moody young French 
officer and Valaima’s mother. Valaima had 


What Experts Say 


Experts tell you not to marcel the hair. 
They know the danger of heat to its deli- 
cate structure. So they state that the best 
as well as most beautiful way is the water- 
wave. They also tell you that this is the 
only correct way to keep your permanent 
wave in condition. And now, for the first 
time, real water-waving is made practical in 


the home. 


Waves Set Automatically 
Like the trained fingers of an expert, 
Waveasy Clips automatically direct and 
) shape each wave. Then the waves set 
quickly and firmly. You get large, loose 
) waves or narrow tight waves, as you 
wish. And each one is perfect. So lovely 
that your friends will marvel. 


WAVEASY 


TRADE MARR REG 


AUTOMATIC WATER WAVING 


Now every woman may have the 


same beautiful wavy hair as have New 
York’s élite. R. Louis, in his famous 
salon across from the Hotel Plaza, 
long guarded the secret of his won- 
derful system for water-waving" the 
hair. Now he has released this inven- 
tion, through us, t 
desires the highest ‘artistic beauty 
known to the coiffeur, 


everyone who 


HIS is not a makeshift. It 

is not one of these“fads” 

that come and go. Hundreds 

upon hundreds: of leading 

hairdressersythroaghout the 

country have purchased it 

for use in their shops. They 

know it is the greatest hair 

waving invention of the een- 

tury. Yet it is so very simple 

that you, in your own home, 

can win the same beauty for your 

hair that you could acquire in the 

R. Louis Salon. The method is 

remarkably quick and easy. Read 
the details in full. 


Any Style of Coiffure for 
Any Kind of Hair 

Here at last is your chance to have any 
of the glorious ooiffures you have dreamed 
of. Whether your hair is long or short, 
coarse or fine, dry or oily—these clips will 
give it the splendot of a finished hair- 
dresser’s wave. And the wonderful part of 
it is that they work automatically. No 
effort or practice required. 


Make This Test At Our Risk 


We guarantee that Waveasy Clips will 
give you the most beautiful wave you have 
ever put in your hair. Not only were they 
the sensation of the big hairdressers’ con- 
vention in New York, but they will be 
equally desired by all women who see you. 

So do this. Fill out and mail the coupon 


«below. When the clips arrive, try them. 


Notice that they are both scientific and 
simple. Observe their feather-light weight, 
their automatic action and their perfect 
comfort. Then, with waves set, look in 
your mirror. You will now see why even 
great hairdressers exclaim with delight. 
Then, if you do not agree that this is 
the most wonderful, safest, easiest and 
best method of hair-waving you have ever 
known, return the clips to us and your 
money will be instantly refunded in full. 


,been brought up a Catholic in one of the 


numerous convents of the East. 
But when she came out into the world 683 Fifth A. Dept. E ' TRIAL 
again, her father was dead. There was no New York, N. Y. COUPON 


she had fallen heir to the bitterness that Name 
; had ruined her father’s life. She had a will pow 
of her own and the burden of caste or, 
ity, 


white man to be her guardian, to watch over 
her, to help her along so that she might 


profit by her white heritage. All she had | | 


was the sinister bar—she was not Malayan; 
she was not white. Right from the start 


rather, half .caste, had embittered her 


Send me at once a complete set of Waveasy Auto- 
matic Water Waving Clips with full directions. I will 
deposit $3.75 (plus postage) with the postman on receipt. 
If, after five days’ trial, | am not completely satisfied, you 
will return the purchase price. 
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The Most 
Precious Perfume 
in the World 


IEGER’S FLOWER DROPS are un- 
like anything you have ever seen be- 
fore. The very essence of the flowers them- 

eelves, made withoutalcohol. For years the favorite 
of women of taste in society and on the stage. 
The regular price is $10.00 an ounce, but for 20c 

ou can obtain a miniature bottle of this per- 
| the most precious in the world. When the 
gample comes you will be delighted to find that 
you can use it without extravagance. It is so highly 
concentrated that the delicate odor from a single 
drop will last a week, 


Send 2c (stamps or silver) 


with the coupon below and 
we willsend you a sample 
vial of Rieger’s Flower 
Drops, the most alluring 
and most costly perfume 
ever made. Twenty cents 
for the world’s most pre- 
cious perfume! Send Now. 


Rieger’s Perfumes—at all Drug and . Stores 
Mf your dealer cannot supply you, send direct to below 
Paul Rieger’s Special 


Souvenir Box 
Attractive special box 
containing five different 
Rieger Perfames that 


Flower Drops 


Full size bottle with 


of the Valley, > iif 
is Souvenir Box 
Above odors: $30.00 4 
acceptable gift. 


teger 
Honolulu Bouquet 


You will be charmed by the indescribable fragrance 
of this new creation. Perfume—$1.00 per oz.: Toilet 

‘ator—4 oz. $1.00; Face Powder — $1.00; Soap — 40¢ 
Send 20c for generous trial bottle of this delightful 


new perfume. 
A wonderful New 


Créme of Violets jreaseless Cream 


For beautiful, velvet-smooth, white hands. Nothin; 
to equal it after shaving—leaves skin smooth 
cool. Large 


Send CouponNow 


Paul Rieger & Co. (Since 1879 
163 First St., San Francisco, Calif. 
Enclosed find $ for which send me the followings 
Rieger’s Flower Drops (odor ) 
Sample botcde, [) Full size bottle, ..... 


© Spectal'Souvenir box, $1.00 Creme of Violets, 600 


Perfume, 1 os. . . $1.00 
Honolulu Perfume, Trialbottle .... 
Bouquet Toilet Weter, 4 on. bottle . . $1.00 
Pace Powder, $1.00 Soap, 400 
Name. 


I had seen so many times in her eyes. 

| think the talk we had that day on the 
way back from the Hawk was the beginning 
of a bond between us; I know- that when 
my own hour of loneliness and despair en- 
compassed me there was a real friend await- 
ing. me in Valaima. Where had shunned 
her before, I turned to her then. But that 
will be recounted in due order in its place. 

As | have already said, I had my whole 
life before me, and the time had come when 
I had definitely to shape the pattern. All 
the guide lines that had directed me hereto- 
fore were gone. It was mine to make or 
mar. 

To Uncle Matthew Prior I left the settle- 
ment of most of my father’s affairs well 
knowing that he would carry them out 
with real affection for my father’s wishes. 
The marker, with the tragic verse my 
father had’ requested engraved upon it, I 
placed myself in the little cemetery on the 
hill before | went back to Lunenburg. And 
I went back to Lunenburg and the fishing 
fleet as I had originally planned to go back. 
There was n6 change in my status. Uncle 
Matt helped me to arrange that with Cap- 
tain Beamish. No word of my ownership of 
the Blue Mary and half of the Beamish 
fleet as well was made known. I went out 
to the fishing banks off Sable Island as 
Marty Yeoman’s mate, and that I was the 
real owner of the ship he was proud to 
command never so much as. entered his 
head. Nor did it. enter mine. So much 
had happened in the past half dozen years, 
so much that one might call a_ soul’s 
awakening, that the mere ownership of 
half a dozen fishing vessels was as noth- 
ing compared to the whole sweep of life 
that lay before me. It was this prime 
egotism in my life that steered my 
course; I had, or thought that I had, the 
whole world as the testing ground of my 
hopes and fears. It was that very pre- 
sumption that saved me from _ what 
have been a cheaply bought and unearned 
contentment. I was mighty glad to be 
alive, to be young and vigorous, to be 
mate of the Blue Mary under Marty 
Yeomans. And what I learned under him 
was to enable me to pay him back in-kind, 
to show him the utter skill of the seaman- 
ship he had taught me to know. 

Before another winter had come I had 
my master’s papers, and that day goes 
down as one of the really proud ones of 
my life—and I don’t think it was false 
pride. My examiner was a man with the 


white beard. He was kindly and cutting 
and cruel. Sailors were disappearing from 
the Seven Seas, if you believed him. He 
gave me a half-hour that made me sweat, 
what with jury rigs, disabled rudders and 
every thinkable sort of mishap he “could 
contrive to show that I could never bring 
my ship home to port. But I managed to 
convince him that we would be able to 
limp in, and when he gave me the signed 
slip and shook my hand I knew that he 
The hand clasp he gave me 
out of the cross 
me through. 

to go to Captain 


Was sincere. 
took much of the sting 
examination he had put 

So at last I was ready 
Strong. And now there was no need for 
me to go. I had ships of my own. I| was 
a far different pers6n from the lad who 
had stood on the deck of the Shining Star 
and had been promised the best Captain 
Strong had+to offer when my time came. 
Of course there was Mary Strong. But 
it wasn’t solely on her account that I re- 
solved to accept Captain Strong’s offer 
if. it were still open. For more than four 
years now I had looked forward to the 
day when I would be ready to go to him. 
| The day had.come at last and it seemed 
| to me that the sudden change in my for- 
tunes, a change that I had had nothitig 
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very rime of the sea in his hair and snow-. 


“other; our understanding was a thing of 


to do with at all, should not be allowed 
to alter my plans. When the ice went out 
in spring, | was on my way to New Bed- 
ford, having written to Captain Strong, 
and having been assured that he was wait- 
for me. He had in fact even been 


ing in 
looking forward to the day when my let- 
ter should come. 

One advantage the sailor has is that 


though he may move from berth to berth, 
either from force of circumstances, or 
according to his pleasure, the sea does 
not change. Headlands change; there are 
new landfalls and new departures, but the 
sea is the sea, mystic and immutable. I 
was as much at home on one of Captain 
Strong’s vessels as I had been on the 
Blue Mary with the Lunenburg fleet. But 
there was a real and poignant change 
ashore. 


ARY had waited for me, too. And 

just as I had had, she, too, had had 
hours of misgiving when she had wondered 
if the half promise on the deck of the 
Shining Star would ever be fulfilled. Ours 
was a speedy courtship, or —_ it was 
hardly a courtship at all. We had been 
so much in each other’s thoughts for more 
than four years that it seemed like the 
culmination of something that had al- 
ready been taking place. 

Mary was twenty, but she was still the 
same afraid-little-girl I had taken out to 
the fish-trap in Salt Island bay more than 
four years before. She still clung to my 
arm as she did on that memorable day. 
She gave me that same sense of needing 
and wanting someone to protect her, to 
care for her; the sense of a very real 
need for someone she could turn to just 
as I, a motherless boy, had turned time 
and time ,again to my brother Bartholo- 
mew. 

And yet, that was not my dream-picture 
of her at all. She was still afraid of the 
sea; she never went aboard a boat without 
a fluttering heart. As the girl of my 
dreams, my vision of her had been one 
who would stand by my side at the wheel, 
who would feel the glory there is in a 
full-rigged ship as I felt it. And though I 
knew these things in my heart, I pushed 
them aside. Why, I know not, unless it 
was that I saw only the light of love in 
Mary Strong’s eyes, and to me, then, that 
was enough to surmount all difficulties, to 
make any misunderstanding seem trivial. 
And since that time I have learned that 
there was nothing at all unusual in this 
view of mine; that the love of youth has a 
way of turning a blind side to all but* 
per fection. 

We were married in June. Before win- 
ter came | was convinced that I had made 
a terrible mistake; that we both had made 
a terrible mistake. We had rushed into 
marriage without really knowing each 


dreams and joys hoped for rather than 
experienced; there was little we had in 
common. Things that had seemed so 
small and insignificant in the spring had 
grown until they threatened to make a 
breach between us. And they were things 
you couldn’t put your finger on; they were 
intangible, yet they formed a gulf between, 
us that neither Mary nor I seemed able 
to bridge. We did not quarrel. I do not 
know quite how to explain the lack of 
sentiment that existed between us, but it 
seemed that much of the trouble lay in the 
fact that we didn't have anything really 
interesting to say to each other. Mary’s 
life barely touched mine; she was afraid 
of the things I loved, and I in turn did not 
know how to meet her more than half 
way. Add to all this the fact that Mary 
was soon to have a baby. 


(To Be Concluded in the June Issue] 
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my touch., 


Wanderlust 


[Continued from page 67] 


the floating dark to see if they would fol- 
low me. For I was still haunted by the 
suspicion that my movements were being 
watched by unseen eyes. 

As I stood there I realized that the 
music of those tom-toms still remained a 
thing of distance. Not quite as vague a 

voice as had reached me in my apartment. 
Yet, I figured it must be miles away, and 
my imagination painted a scene of ‘desert 
men keeping awake at some strange ritual 
of crime or pleasure to the surf-like roll 
of the drums. Perhaps, I thought, they 
are the ruffians waiting to have Ah-na 
delivered to them! 

When I gave up my vigil in the shadows, 
it was this idea that made me know there 
could be no turning back on my part in 
the attempt to rescue Ah-na trom her 
fate. No matter what danger lay before 
me, I was going to save her for myself! 

Not a shadow loafed in the white ribbon 
of space,that ran between Ah-na’s house 
and the adjacent one. Gripping my auto- 
matic under the folds of my costume, I 
invaded the alley-way. Once between the 
houses I felt reasonably safe from any 
kind of unexpected attack. For I could 
stand with my back to a wall and keep a 
sharp lookout on both sides. 


UT the attack did not come from the 
ground that I surveyed. It came crash- 
ing down from above, as if the stars had 
suddenly dropped out of the heavens and 
splintered themselves against my head 
For one fleeting instant I felt ex- 
cruciating pain rush from the crown of 
my head to every part of my body. Then 
as my knees sagged under me, uncon- 
sciousness blotted out the searching tor- 
ture. 

Although my senses were reeling the 
next time I opened my eyes, I felt cer- 
tain a ghost was bending over me; and 
that phantom fingers were prying into my 
chest. Squirming quickly to one side, I 
suddenly shot out my right hand to grasp 
thé apparition. In my dazed condition | 
would not have been surprised if the bend- 
ing smear of ,white had disappeared at 
Consequently, when my fingers 
gripped something that moved and acted 
like an earthly person, and when my ears 
caught the suppressed cry of pain from 
the phantom, I got the surprise of my 
life. 

“O-h, Monsieur,” whispered the white 
form, rocking forward until what seemed 
its head fell against my face like a 
stricken thing. Warm, sweet breath 
played upon my cheeks, and I inhaled the 
scent of an exotic perfume 

“Ah-na!” I said in a voice’ that would 
have been loud if the girl had not smoth- 
ered my lips under the smooth satin of 
her face. Her touch kindled my numbed 
body into flaming life. A thousand little 
devils of pain throbbed in my temples. 
‘Yet, because it was indescribably mixed 
with ecstasy, I welcomed this torture that 
signalized the full return of my conscious 
powers. 

“T saw it all from my window, Monsieur, 
and it was like my being stabbed to have 
you fall under a blow I dared not warn 
you away from. You—you were hit over 
the head with a club from a window 
above.” 

“You mean by 
opposite yours 

“Oui, Monsieur,” she answered softly, 
her face still grazing mine... “They 
sneaked like spirits into the alley-way, 


someone in the house 


bound and gagged you, and* then carried 
you into this out-house ...I waited an 
hour to sneak out here and untie you... 
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| Even now I feel they are lurking out 


there—— 
“What did theyglook like?” I cut in. 
“They wore white burnous and swollen 
turbans like natives. But, one was much 


taller than Arabs. Oh! as tall as the 
tallest of Turks,”*«she assured me. 
“Could you see their faces, Ah-na?” 


“Non, Monsieur,” was her answer. She 
drew her face away from mine as if sud- 
denly aware of our nearness. “They were 
masked. I—I am most certain they were 
a band of prawling robbers.” 


N Y MIND began to spin at the sugges- 

tion Robbers! Boardman had 
warned me against the trickery of the East, 
Had Ah-na conspired after all to victimize 
me? If not, how would a band of prowl- 
ing robbers have picked me out for prey, 
masquerading as was in their native 
garb? Still, the girl was playing a 
strange and baffling.game now by posing 
as my rescuer unless this role was to 
divert my suspicion from her, and Ben-Bai, 
the dancing hall proprietor. Another thing 
against her for the moment was the fact 
that she had apparently escaped, unaided, 
the bondage she had asked me, to help 
free her from! 

“Ah-na, you asked me to take you from 
this place. How did you manage to, escape 
here to me by yourself?” I demanded, 
gripping her wrists until she winced. 

“The Arab guard was a fool. I bribed 
him with kisses when I saw what had 
happened to you. He fetched us wine. I 
made him drink himself into a_ stupor. 
But, come, we must fly from here, Mon- 
sieur,” she cried, rising and standing over 
me, a spectral figure in her disguise. Her 
answer was straightforward and it con- 
vinced me that she was innocent of com- 
plicity in any plot against me. 

This left the guilt of the attack fairly 
up to. Boardman in my mind. Of course, 
my automatic and about three hundred dol- 
lars were gone. Boardman had not been 
after such things, however. Robbery had 
been committed only as a blind. Boardman 
was clever enough to have tried to camou- 
flage the attacks as real motives under 
such a gesture, I decided. 

“Monsieur is not coming?” asked Ah-na 
in unfeigned alarm. “Monsieur does not 
trust me? Ah-na is afraid he will hate 
her for all the trouble she brings to him 
. « . and the hurt of his poor head.” 

I made my feet, feeling somewhat 
groggy from the effects of the blow. It 
was more than an impulse of .the moment 
that made me draw her sheeted slenderness 
against me, and caress her agitated shoul- 
ders. 1 wanted Ah-na to understand that 
I would never hate her for any trouble 
she caused me—if she was playing square. 
Somehow the girl seemed to understand 
the meaning of my embrace, for she said 
brokenly : 

“Monsieur was good to believe Ah-na 

. and to come back to help her. Ah-na 
never forgets. She is Monsieur’s girl now 
—slave-girl—servant-girl—whatever Mon- 
sieur wishes.” ' 

Her words, and the way she said them, 
half-clinging, to me, sent a Wave of tender- 
ness rushing through my heart for Ah-na. 
Once more I decided in her favor. 

“I only want to save you, Ah-na, from 
what you told me about,” I answered. 
“Come with me, and don’t be afraid.” 

“We must not go throlih the alley-way. 
They may be still lurking there. We 
must sneak to the. low wall behind Ben 
Bai’s house. There dre many walls like 
it beyond. We climb them a long time. 
Then we are safe—maybe.” 

It was not so easy to climb our way 
over a series of a half-dozen walls. But, 
finally I dropped down from the last 
barrier into a street that led away from 
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the main thoroughfare into another twist- 
ing alley. Ah-na, hindered less by the 
skirts of her costume than 1 had been, 
crawled over the edge and dropped grace- 
fully to the ground, She wanted to,run. 
However, I thought it best not to do so. 
Speed is too conspicuous a thing in 
Africa. A night and a day in the East 
had readily convinced me of that. 

We sauntered along in moonlight that 
had acquired a new quality of paleness, 
for the grayish light of daybreak va 
now mingling with it. There was a sti 
in the air that presaged the waking of 
people who sleep with one eye open. This 
premonition of a new day brought its 
own presentiments. The dancing house- 
hold of Ben Bai would soon be in an 
uproar over the discovery of Ah-na’s 
flight. An old brown devil of his kind 
would not sit idly by and see so much 
gold stolen from under his nose. He 
would immediately turn to the sinister 
ways of the East to trace his lost prize. 
Even in all the maze of conflict and con- 
fusion that is Tunis, I did not believe I 
could cope with the native witchery that 
would be employed to find her. * 

“Ah-na, Ben Bai will scour all places 
for you. You will be safest with me— 
in the place where I live. You will go 
there with me?” I asked, setting a swifter 
pace now that wé were approaching the 
street of my residence. 

“Of course, Monsieur. Where else will 
I go? I am your girl now, Monsieur, am 
I not?” was her startling answer. 

If was the Orient in the girl speaking. 
Her life had been a half-enslaved sort of 
existence. Emancipation from Ben Bai 
did not seem to mean freedom in the full 
Western sense of the word. It meant 
only a change in proprietorship! Ah-na 
believed that she now belonged to me, or 
at least, owed me some sort of allegiance! 

This conclusion was like a fiery wind 
that fans flames beyond control as we 
went in my door. Of course, I had al- 
ready anticipated romancing with her. I 
had hoped that Ah-na would like me— 
might even welcome my pursuit, and here 
she was, saying she was my girl! 

HEN I glimpsed’ her ascending the 
apartment stairway with the shadowy 
grace of a dancing girl, I asked myself 
what attitude I wanted to take toward her. 
Should it be that of the East—or the 
West? 

These questions remained unanswered 
in my heart. A few moments later, we 
stood close together behind a locked door, 
our eyes searching for each other in the 
dim candle-light. We still wore our 
flowing white costumes, but Ah-na had 
pushed back the hood from her head, ex- 
posing thick, curly hair, which made a 
black frame. of loveliness for her cameo- 
like face. 

Her beauty was that of a fragile flower. 
For the enveloping folds of the native 
garment veiled the vitality and strength 
her young shoulders and limbs had sug- 
gested while dancing. No longer was she 
the Ah-na who had responded to the bar- 
baric tatoo of tom-toms. — Instead, she 
seemed only a tired little girl. 

“Ah-na, you’re worn out. You need 
sleep,” I said, supporting her. She yielded 
as if my body had magnetized her own. 
As I held her, the trembling of her form 
communicated itself to me. . 

“You're not afraid any more, Ah-na?” 
I asked. 

“There is nothing to fear, Monsieur,—is 
there? Ah-na is just fatigued. Not of 
the body so much. I am strong, Mon- 
sieur!” she cried impetuously, 

A current *of strength passed through 
my arms and hands from her suddenly 
flexed muscles. 


| 
j 
ony \ 
GF, 
is 
= ey, 
/ — 
n= | 
2 } 
Adjusted to the Second 
Adjusted to Temper \ 
Adjusted te Isochre- 
Aligned to Positions 4 
f! Ruby and 
ewels ‘ 
Yeer Gold Strate q 
\ 
} | 
/ 
if 


“It is fatigue.of the spirit—the soul. 
Fatigue that comes from what I once 
feared. Ah! Monsieur will never know 
how I lived in dread of what he saved me 
from,” she ended, her shoulders convulsing 
under their thick covering. 

The flame, her beauty, and lure kindled 
in my blood, became a soft fire that melted 
my fever into the desire to treat her 
tenderly. I think Ah-na must have un- 
derstood what came over me; for there 
was a look of unutterable gratitude shin- 
ing through the tears that suddenly 
glistened in her eyes. Her red lips made 
little inarticulate movements. She tilted 
her head backward until I could see the 
crimson flush spreading from her face far 
down the graceful column of her olive 
throat, and beyond. Ah-na now closed 
her eyes after the fashion of a woman 
about to receive a kiss. 

Never had I dreamed that the warmth 
of a woman’s lips could bring such a 
sense of sweet seduction to me. All of 
the white heat that had been the invisible 
passion of the African night, invaded my 
body and soul as we stood there swaying 
in each other’s embrace for a perilous 
moment. 

“Ah-na—Ah-na, I can’t let you go!” 
I cried into her sweet, black hair. She 
made her answer only with eyes that flut- 
tered open, half-revealing the depths that 
I could have gladly drowned myself in. 

A few moments later we stood together 
on the threshold of my sleeping-chamber 
that was across the tiny hallway of my 
apartment. I handed her a pair of my 
pajamas. 

“Good-night, cherie. If it gets too warm 
in here, open the door there. It leads to 
the street balcony,” I said. 

She swept my hand impulsively up to 
her lips, murmuring something into my 
burning skin. There was just the ghost 
of a wistful little smile working the cor- 
ners of her mouth when 4 pulled my hand 
away: I went back to the sitting- room 
where a sofa was to serve me as a bed. 
While disrobing, my thoughts dwelled 
tinglingly on the knowledge that’ Ah-na 
was doing the very same thing across the 
hall. Into this flaming consciousness 
danced a vision of her body and face that 
had fascinated me at first sight in Ben 


Bai’s place. Then suddenly I realized | 


that she had made no pretense of closing 
the door. 

Too excited to sleep, I went to the 
window and watched the Eastern dawn. 
A furnace seemed to be spurting crimson 
flame against the horizon to the rising sun 
—flame that burned the domes of mosques 
and showered the flat-roofed builjings 
with a cascade of rippling fire. Int6 this 
same flame the slender minarets of Islam 
pointed heavenward like needles of fire, 
and the uneven skyline of old and new 
Tunis tumbled away into hills basking in 
some mysterious glow. 


LREADY the city was arousing. The 
soft sounds of morning were drifting 
through the maze of streets? Two tur- 
baned figures strolled past my window. 
Then came,a water-carrier on his way 
to replenish the empty goat-skin flung 
over his naked shoulder. My heart was 
beating violently as I watched these signs 
of Africa’s awakening from a sleep it 
had hardly begun. Fey suggested all 
that lay before me... all that was to 
come out of the passionate East as a 
result of befriending a dancing girl. 
Suddenly, I became aware of a presence 
ain the room. Wheeling swiftly, I beheld 
Ah-na coming toward me in her bare feet. 
A tremulous little breeze of dawn had 
flattened the silk of my white silk pajamas 
against the curves and straight lines of her 
form. I felt my cheeks go hot at this 
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subtle revelation of her young body’s 
supple glory. 
“Ah-na, why have you come back?” I 


demanded in a voice as throbbing as my 
julse 

The girl paused a few inches from me, 
seeming to sway like a flower in the 
breeze that made her costume a thing of 
white enchantment. Her dark eyes flut- 
tered to the floor before an answer parted 
her red 

“I came to thank Monsieur again—and 
to—to find out something that worries 

h-na—here,” her hand went slowly over 
her heart. 

“What troubles you, Ah-na?” I asked. 

In that moment, I felt intensely the spel 
that Africa had cast upon me the night 
before as I had breathed its impassioned 
night air,—a spell that made me want to 
forget that I must protect this girl. 

“[—I—had hoped Monsieur woulds—” 
she flashed the bedroom key at me. for a 
second, then she started to cry 

“Is Ah-na not good enough for Mon- 
sieur? Is she unworthy of Monsieur—” 
she sobbed sottly. 

The truth came to me then. Ah-na 
knowing only the way of Eastern men had 
hoped I would care. And she was afraid 
that I considered her too far below me! 

“It is because I wish to believe that you 
are too good for me, Ah-na,” I told her. 

These words magically stopped her cry- 
ing. The girl’s eyes looked wistfully up 
into mine That little ghost of a smile 
hovered about the corners of her lips. 
Her bosom rose and fell, and her hands 
covered mine. 

“Thank you, Monsieur, for saying that. 
Ah-na knows now that there is sweetness 
in the world,” she said. Turning swiftly, 
she ran from me, disappearing into the 
hall and the room beyond. 

Five steps, and I was in the hall. But, I 
stopped before the door. There I waited 
to see if she would close it. She did not. 
It was the proof of her trust in me. 


Someliow, then, it seemed much more won-’ 


deriul to possess Ah-na’s confidence than 
anything else she had to give 

I went back to my sitting-room, and 
threw myself down on the couch. I lay 
there tossing and turning until the dawning 
light became stronger, hearing the Muezzin 
the Faithful to the day’s first 
prayer—“Allah il Allah, Mohammed ras- 
soul ; \llah—” (God is God and Moham- 
med his Prophet) resounded the cry. 
Finally it became a blurred sound, in my 
ears, and sleep closed my eyes to the rising 
points of light. 


REAMS invaded my slumber-—dreams 

of Ah-na; of Boardman; of conflict; 
of eyes that followed me everywhere; of 
the desert, and of more conflict. Several 
times I half-awakened as if the figures in- 
vading my sleep were real. But a drugged 
sort of reaction to the blow I received 
over the head had set in, and I kept -drift- 
ing back in my dreams, 


African sunlight blinded my eyes the 
first time I tried to open them after fully 
awakening. When I did become accus- 
tomed to the glare, and made my feet, I 
was uncomfortably aware of a throbbing 
sensation in the back of my head. The 
spot where I had been hit was not swollen, 
but it was as $6re to touch as a boil. Most 
likely the Arabian headgear I wore on my 
adventure had saved me from more serious 
injury 

It was noon according to my wrist 
watch!—And Ah-na sat in a little heap 
on the foot of my couch. The pajama 
jacket was open at the throat and the 
sleeves rolled up above the elbows. I 
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covered my embarrassment by kissing her 
and asking her to wait for me. 

jumped into clothes, anxious to go be- 
low into the café and see if Boardman were 
hanging around. My suspgion of him was 
now stronger than ever. But, I could not 
quite understand how he had ever allowed 
Ah-na to slip through his fingers. This 
was the only thing that kept me from 
absolutely convicting him in my mind for 
the attack made upon me. His only motive 
could have been to put me out of action 
while he spirited her away—and, yet, he 
had failed to achieve this purpose. 

A close scrutiny of the cigarette marked 
“Achmed” that I had kept as a clue which 
might identify Boardman as my watcher 
oi the past night, and I went downstairs. 
If I caught him smoking “Achmed” cigar- 
ettes, I meant to settle with my former 
countryman in no uncertain way; and after 
the fashion of one American to another 
in a strange land. 


UT, the café was almost empty, and no 

tall, sun-burned giant in white was to 
be seen at any of the tables. I walked 
swiftly through the patch-work streets, my 
eyes somewhat dazzled by the glare of the 
sun striking the mass. of white-washed 
buildings. 1 sought a glimpse of Board- 
man in the noisy crowds of workers, 
loafers, squawkers, and wandering musi- 
cians that swarmed by. I even invaded 
some of the half-dark coffee houses where 
natives sat smoking and playing impas- 
sively at dominoes and dice. But, in all 
the confusion of light, shadow, color, scent, 
bright silks on display, and babbling ba- 
zaars, there was no sign, of my man. 

When I returned to the café after my 
vain search, I found the place teeming 
with customers, mostly visitors, ‘tourists 
and European residents of Tunis. A swift 
look and I saw that Boardman was there. 
He was sitting with his wide, white-clothed 
back to the door.» 

“Good-morning, 
ping at his table 

He nodded at me, indicating the empty 
chair opposite him by a motion of his 
hand. 1| sat down, feeling that we would 
soon be upon our feet. Anyway, I wasn't 
going to beat around the bush with him. 

“When you didn’t show up for breakfast, 
I figured you must have taken a chance 
on that girl . If I wasn’t an old timer 
around these ‘parts, I might have been 
tempted to do the same thing. Fact is, I 
decided to beat you to it once, then 
changed my mind. She was a peach, all 
right! Even got a rise out of me. But,” 
he laughed crisply, “there are plenty more 
Ah-~@@'s to be had for less than the trou- 
ble of saving them from desert sheiks.” 

“T overslept,” I told him, somewhat taken 
back. 

I hadn’t dreamed Boardman would bring 
up the matter so brazenly, unless it was 
his idea of destroying any possible sus- 
picion on my part. There certainly wasn’t 
anything about the man to indicate he was 
secretly guilty of what I thought he was. 
He had spoken calmly, almost flippantly of 
the subject, and his eyes reflected only the 
fact that he was a wanderer. There was 
a possibility that I might have misjudged 
him. If not, he was an actor as well as 
a soldier of fortune! 

“I'll take a cigarette, Boardman, if you 
have one,” I suggested, no longer able to 
keep from testing my clue. 

He drew a flat case from out of a side 
pocket and opened it. I could not calm 
the agitation of my fingers as I fished out 
a cigarette and held it up to read the name 
of the brand. My eyes narrowed over 
the gilded word, “Achmed.” 

“What are you doing this afternoon, 
Boardman?” I asked, trying to sound 


I said, stop- 


- 


natural under the stress of rising anger. 

“Thought I would ride into the fringe of 
the desert,” he answered, his glances wan- 
dering gypsy-like through the café door. 

“T’ll go along with you,” I said. 

The desert would be just the place; out 
there in those lonely sand-hills, white men 
could follow the code of desert people and 
settle accounts’ between themselves. 

“Several times I have felt that I came 
here to go down into the desert... A 
voice keeps trying to tell me that something 
will happen to me in the sand,” I added, 
seeking to make an effect upon Boardman. 

“Maybe that voice is right, Tandy. Ac- 
cording to the Arabs, the desert is a place 
of destiny for some men. Almost any- 
thing can happen out the re—anything,” he 
answered in an even voice. But, I caught 


an undercurrent of what seemed veiled 
warning in what he said. 
SILENCE déscended upon us after 


his statement and overshadowed the 
rest of our meal. I felt sure Boardman 
was aware something unusual was im- 
pending. For it did not seem possible that 
silence was sufficient to mask my “feelings 
and my thoughts. 

“What time are you starting ?” 
later, as we arose. s 

“At four ... the sun’s not so fierce 
then. Meet me at the head of the trail to 
Biskra. Shall I arrange for your mount ?” 
- “Yes, please. In the ig I've got 
a few things to take care of,” I said, think- 
inggof the revolver I must purchase in 
place of the one Boardman had robbed me 
of as a blind. 

When I left him in front of my ‘door, 
there was no doubt in my mind bit that he 
would be at our appointed rendezvous. 
Even if he suspected the truth of my pur- 
pose, he would not back .out. Boardman 
was not the kind to run from trouble. 

“I must awaken Ah-na,” I thought, rush- 
ing up the stairs two at a time. “She'll 
have to be on her guard if anything hap- 
pens to me in the desert . . . and, there’s 
no telling but that some of Ben Bai’s men 
are picking up our trail.” 

My knock at Ah-na’s door brought no 
response. Nor did the swifter and harder 
raps that followed the first. I grasped the 
knob tightly and turned it. But the latch 
did not slip back. I tried to twirl the 


I asked 


knob. It only made a half-turn, then 
stuck fast. 
“She’s locked the door, after all,” I ex- 


claimed, unexpectedly angered by this dis- 
covery. I gave the knob a savage twist 
. .. wrenched it . . . then pounded against 
the panels. No sound was forthcoming 
from the room. 

“Ah-na! Ah-na!” I called, trying to 
suppress the excitement suspicion suddenly 
invested me with. Still no reply from 
within. I waited in tense silence for per- 
haps a minute. Then I put,all of my one 
hundred and -ninety pounds into a vicious 
shove at the door. There was a tearing 
sdtind, and I almost fell headlong into the 
room. My eyes immediately focused upon 
the great bed which was empty. 

It was many seconds before I got over 
the first shock of Ah-na’s disappearance. 
But, even then I could not «decide upon 
any ,one explanation of her going. My 
mind swirled with conflicting ideas. Had 
Boardman stolen her from under my nose 
in some unaccountable manner? Had 
Ah-na left of her own accord? Or had 
she been trailed to my place by Ben Bai 
and dragged back to the fate I tried to 
save her from? 

Any one of these three things might 
have happened. The door leading to the 


room’s street balcony was wide open. She 
could have taken flight, or been abducted. 


Years Younger 


New, Eas 
Tell-Tale 


No longer need any woman endure the embarrass- 
ment of salty ieee muscles, lines and wrinkles, 
says Marie Nielé, famous beauty specialist. 
Thanks to her discovery—Marsha Tissue Creme, 
you can quickly erase those blemishes which rav- 
ish youth and beauty. Deep creases in the face, 
lines about the eyes, rings and shadowy hollows 
disappear as Pe | magic. In their place returns 
your smooth radiant skin of youthful firmness. 


Marsha Tissue Creme acts not only on the surface 
as do ordinary creams but etrates deeply into 
the pores and throws off all the dust — | grime 
which irritate theskin. Its antiseptic, healing and 
invigorating natural oils assist nature in its work 
of nourishing ..nd building up the tissues. Thus it 
removes those deeply imbedded impurities which 
cause enlarged pores and sallow, muddy complex- 
ions. The way is prepared for nature to give its 
abundance of nourishment and vigor to the work 
of building up the tissues. Weak or saggin 


fecial muscles are tightened and strengthen 
contour 


The skin is rejuvenated—facial ows an 


Quickly Removes 


Rings and Lines * 


amazing improvement and the face looks younger. 
While toilet counters are being supplied— Marsha 
Tissue Creme will be sent direct to you. 


Send No Money 


At no risk to you, try Marsha Tissue Creme for 5 
days. Mail coupon—Send no money. Ifyou are 
not satisfied with results—if your creases, lines, 
wrinkles, sallowness or other aging blemishes do 
not show a marvelous improvement—if your mir- 
ror does not reveal a smooth, glowing, youthful 
complexion, merely return the unused portion of 
thejar. We will refund your money instantly. 
For alimited time we are ‘Free on this offer 
erous sample jar of Marsha stal Creme (the 
Souble duty cold: creme) and 5 samples (showing var- 
ious shades) of Poudre Marsha, the crem’d tissue 
face powder. Mail coupon now- while this offer lasts. 


Marsha Company, 1915 Marsha Bidg., Nashville, Tenn. 
4 Send me one full size jar Marsha Tissue Creme, and ' 
1 Free Samples of Marsha © = Creme and Poudre 
Marsha. I wil postman plus 
issue 


satisfied I return the 
me receive my money back in full. + 
' 
Name.... ' 
8 City .---State. 


Travel—See Your Country 
$1900 to $2700 a Year 


Many Other Government Jobs 


Men-Women 18 or OVER «* 


Short Hours--Pleasant Work 
Rapid Advancement 
Long Vacation With Pay 
Mail Now Name. 
Act at once. DO IT TODAY. 
You May Forget T: 


97 


o Address. 
Use this Coupon before you misiay it. "WRITE OR PRINT PLAINLY, 


RAILWAY POSTAL 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
/ Dept. P 327, Rochester, N. Y. 


| beet. oe to get a U. 8. Government Job. 
of U. 3. Government Jobs now obtainable 


Postal Ctork - - ($1900-$2700) 
Post - - - (1700-$2 
.City Mail Carrie - - - ($17 
"Clerk at Washington. €. - - ($21 
Rural Carrier - 1 


! TISSUE | 
Work For “Uncce Sam” 
| | 
ut 
er 
n, 
= 


Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


OU can banish those annoying, 

embarrassing freckles, quickly 
and surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- 
der how you did it. 

Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 


The first far proves its magic worth. 
Results guaranteed, or money re- 


funded. At all druggists, 0c and $1. 


Sillmans Freckle 


Cream 2%: 


EMOVES F ECKLES: 
HITENS TH SKIN 


The Stillman Co., 74 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. 
Send me your FREE make-up and skin treat- 
ment booklet, “Beauty Parlor Secrets.” 


Which would you like? A profitable little busi- 
ness of your own—a dignified high-salaried execu- 
tive position—or a pleasant, part-time interest that 
Days well in money and happiness? 

Interior Decoration is a fast-growing, fascinating 
profession which offers unusual rewards in happi- 
ness and splendid income to those who succeed 
And now it is easy to learn Interior Decoration at 
home Prominent successful New York Interior 
Decorators teach you up-t@edate professional prac- 
Hees» through a new and remarkably simple 
method 

FREE BOOK Beautifully illustrated—describes the 


wonderful opportunities in Interior Decoration and this 


easy profess home-study course Also special offer to 
new students Mail post card or letter for this interesting 
book 

National School of Interior Decoration 
Dept. 105 2 W. 47th Street New York City 


| addressed to 


I surveved the chamber dazedly for some 


| bit of evidence that might establish one of 


these three plausible theories as the right 
one. For moments I stared at an envelope 
“Monsieur Americain” lying 
on a table. A note from Ah-na! The 
words, in French, finally stopped dancing 
and blurring before my eyes. 

“Cher Monsieur,” I read almost aloud. 
“You won't understand, but I have run 
away to take danger from you. Not be- 
cause I wanted to leave you. Never again 


will Ah-na lift her lips up to another man: 


as she did to Monsieur last night. Never 
will Life be so sweet again. It will be 
ugly, and bitter, for I must wear a veil 
for a desert man. But, I will always look 
through this veil and see Monsieur as one 
sees a star one cannot have. Ah-na will 
pray froth her tent to Allah, and the 
Christian God for Monsieur Americain. 
And, it will lift Ah-na a little above her 
slavery to do this. 


WICE after you left me, and I fell 
asleep, Ben Bai stood over me with 
a dagger in my dreams, Then he came a 
third time. I awakened. Ben Bai was no 
dream. His dagger gleamed in the early 
sunlight. His voice was that of a devil. 
Ben Bai would have plunged his knife into 
my breast if I had not agreed to go back 
with him and be delivered to the desert 
chief for gold. Ah! Monsieur, Ah-na 
would have welcomed such death for her- 
sclf. But, Ben Bai would have killed you 
too, and in the most ugly way. He had 
three deadly cobras in a bag. He handled 
the serpents, for he has the power of a 
charmer, and threatened to free them in 
your room if | dared refuse to go. 
“Monsieur, the ways of the East are 
hard and cruel. I knew that since he had 
tracked me to your place, Ben Bai could 


have worked any miracle of discovery. 


The devils are with him. He learned my 
refuge because the eyes of Africa are al- 
ways upon the white man. You will re- 
member that your big friend knocked 
down an. Arab that tried to embrace me 
while I danced. That Arab thought you 
struck him. He swore revenge, shadowing 
you. It was that fellow and two others 
who clubbed’ you, and robbed you. 

“He told Ben Bai of your visit to the 
alley-way when my flight was noticed in 
the morning. Ben Bai came here and 
found me. He has made me swear by 
\llah that what I write to you now is te 
the effect that I am leaving of my own 
wishes. But,, Monsieur knows better. 
Ah-na had dreamed of never leaving him! 

“Women are but grains of desert sand 
here. We are blown about by the breath 


of men even as the sands are swept here- 


and there by hot winds. Monsieur, I pray 
you now, please do not try to find me, or 
to help me. I shall be swallowed up by 
the desert, before another sunrise. But, 
I would rather have it that way than to 
know that Death lurks over you on my 
account. ° 

“Au.revoir, my Americain, and believe 
that Ah-na will never ‘close her eyes 


| to receive the kisses of any other man in the 


world; for ghe shall know only kisses that 
are pressed upon her by unwanted lips.” 
The words danced and blurred again be- 
fore my eyes; a hand jerked at my heart, 
and I stood like a man in a cruel trance. 


* * * * * 


A caravan passed out of the city, and 


headed over the road that ran into the 


golden mist of southern distances, as 
waited for Boardman and the horses. I 
began to feel the fire of restlessness in my 
blood as the cries of the camel drivers 
reached me! 


“Oosh— Oosh—” they muttered over 
and over, until the fiery air echoed with 
an incoherent, almost mystical quality of 
sound. In this sound there was a murmur 
of the sun and desert that was swelled by 
the snatches of African music drifting 
from the white-washed city. Suddenly it 
became a calling voice in my ears ... in 
my heart ... and, in my soul. 

The caravan lost itself in the African 
sun. Fever that was wanderlust became 
liquid fire in my veins, plaguing me with a 
consuming craving to follow the dimming 
procession. For no longer did Life fur- 
nish a purpose to hold me in one set place, 
or upon a charted route. Ah-na had 
melted into the mystery of a barbaric land. 
She had curtained her Eastern eyes, and 
her cameo face, behind the impenetrable 
veil of the desert! She had done this with 
a command that I must not seek her. So 
once more I must keep going, or else feel 
the fever burning me. 

Boardman came at last, bringing two 
fine Arabian horses, two mules packed for 
a journey, two natives, and a pair of 
camels. One look into his eyes and I 
understood. 

“I figuted we'd better be pushing on, 
Tandy,” was all he said as we mounted 
our horses and struck the trail of the 
caravan now completely lost in the gilded 
vapors of the South. 

The African sun was sinking in the 
skies of red, conflagration investing the 
spaces with a peculiar bronze haze of heat, 
when we made our first stop on the f ute 
of caravans. It was then that I handed 
Ah-na’s letter to Boardman. He took it 
without a word or gesture of surprise 
over my confession of having kept back 
the truth of my adventure, and my sus- 
picion of him. Yet, Boardman’s fever- 
haunted eyes did not focus upon the letter. 
Instead, they drifted off into the suriset like 
a pair of yearning gypsies. 


ANDY,” he drawled in his carressing 

voice of America’s far south, “I ‘made 
a mistake in judgment last night. I figured 
I'd convinced you not to ‘meddle in this 
mess. That's why I only watched you for 
a few minutes from a doorway across the 
street after leaving your place... But, 
this morning, when you didn’t show up for 
breakfast I knew you'd fooled me. 

“1 slipped up to your balcony about nine, 
and was a secret witness of Ben Bai’s ugly 
little drama. I would have croaked him if 
he'd struck the girl wal started for your 
room. As it was, he could have stabbed 
her before I could have gotten a bead on 
him from my hidden position. The East 
is for the East, Tandy. I’ve come damn 
near merging East and West . . . But, I’ 
still a white dog of a Christian to these 
birds, and just for this reason I knew 
there wasn’t any percentage in your getting 
in any deeper. So I let her go with Ben 
Bai,” he concluded. 

“A-ah! 
the’ camels. One of the beasts snarled, 
and showed an ugly temper. But, the man 


finally “A-ahed” both of the desert animals 
to their feet. 
“Shall we push on, Tandy?” asked 


Boardmar, still glancing off into space. 

“Yes,” I returned. Then my thoughts 
went back a bit. “You said it took about 
ten years in the East for a white man to 
forget he’s being watched by invisible 
eyes x 

“T didn’t say ‘to forget’, Tandy,” inter- 
rupted Boardman. “I said that after ten 
years here you're too busy watching 
others to feel aware of being watched.” 

“T don’t know where I'll be ten years 
from now, Boardman. But, even then, and 

[Turn to page 100] 


A-ah!” «shouted our natives to - 
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thereafter I'll still see one pair of eyes 
looking up at me 5 

“You mean Ah-na’s eyes?” he asked 
softly. 

“Yes—I'll always see Ah-na’s eyes,” I 
confessed as we trotted our horses out, and 
headed toward the golden vapors that were 
already beginning to be tinged with purple. 

“T understand, boy ...A white man 


W anderlust 


[Continued from page 98] 


Burma years ago,” 


one that brought that scar to my arm in 
answered Boardman, 
his voice drifting into silence 
Sut the fever that burns in my veins will 
never die until I find as I wander through 
the desert, not her face—for that is veiled 
-but her slender arm witha camel tattooed 
above the elbow. And when I do-who 


|never really forgets the first girl of the knows? ’ 
| East that hits him. I can still see the | TH Enp] 


reshuffle your cards. His kind never,get 
an attack of wedlock, and—— 

She jumped up, stamping her» foot, 
fairly quivering with anger. “I never even 
thought of such a thing. I won't listen.” 

“Yes, you will, or I'll let Sid know it's 
time to notify the old folk$ to come for 
you. Now, as you don’t know it, I'll tel! 
you Ashley is the son of Senator Joln 
Morgan, one Of the most influential poli- 
ticians m the country and the owner of 
more dollars than there are dogs in Con- 
stantinople. ‘Hard Shell’ Morgan, the 
newspapers and his enemies call him, And 
he’s all that, and more. If he ever thought 
one of his so$ was serious about a chorus 
girl, there'd be a blowoff that would make 
a sixteen-inch gun sound like a toy pistol 
by comparison.” 

“Tm much obliged,” and her lips set 
stubborn. “But I'll be able to take care 
of myself—and choose .my friends.” 

“No, girlie, you mustn’t talk like that. 
I'm your real friend. I want to steer you 
straight. I've been in this gafne so long 
I know the Broadway alphabet from A 
to Z. And 1 never forgot the advice I 
received from some of the older girls 
when | landed my first stage job. Ina 
small package, it was that, while there’s 
a lot of gold buried in the white light 
district, you've got to dig deep to get it. 
And the deeper you dig, the more you 
get soiled. I took that advice to heart.” 

Milly walked to the window and looked 
out, pretending not to hear. But I knew 
better. 

“On the level, kid, if I'd wanted to 
make a short cut to Luxury Lane, I cguld 
have had my own car and a Riverside 
| Drive apartment long ago. But [ didn’t. 
Some day I suppose I'll leave the stage 
land marry a boss carpenter, or a master 
| plumber or, maybe, a reporter. However, 
|when I do, I'll be able to lay my cards 
j all face up on the table and look him 
straight in the eye.” 
| Matters drifted along on an even keel 
| for several weeks. The Fun Makers had 
| become a fixture, a sell-out at every per- 
| formance, with nobody worrying about 
yesterday or tomorrow. It was just when 


ia I couldn’t see a single cloud in the sky 
Te I was snapped out of my trance with 
s reduction this month la jolt.- The wallop came from one of 


the girls who supported an invalid mother, 
a younger sister and a Bronx flat on her 
chorus salary. Out for a walk with her 
mother in one of those big parks in the 
| upper city which we down-towners knew 
lof only through the newspapers, she had 
lseen Milly and Ashley Morgan riding 
| horse-back under the trees of a bridle 
path. They hadn't seen her. 

| To say I was angry doesn’t half tell it. 
| My warning, probably, if. it hadn’t given 
| her a laugh, had egged her on to having 
| her own way. Of course she had kept 


|her riding-habit at the place where she 
got her horse. The more I reasoned out 
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The Final Show-Down 


[Continued from page 28} 


the situation, the angrier. 1 became. It 
wasn't so much that she'd tricked me. A 
girl in love—or one who thinks she is— 
would deceive her owf mother. 

Knowing that both Sid and Big Joe 
had put faith in me, | was inclined at 
first to go straight to them for counsel. 
Buty} just couldn't bring myself to do it. 
I'd Barned to love the little girl. I wanted 
to continue friendly; win back her confi- 
dence, if possible. And I knew this could 
not happen, once Sid had been told what 
I knew. 


E WAS an unusual combination. 

Though ninety-five per cent of his as- 
sets as a show man consisted of the pretty 
girls in his company, he insisted they should 
do nothing to provoke unpleasant notoriety. 
Once a Harris’egirl became mixed in a 
scandal, she was immediately shown the 
way out and told not to return. He 
couldn’t make all of them behave, but he 
wouldn’t stand for anything which re- 
flected upon his shows. 

In Milly’s case it would mean that her 
father would be summoned and given 
orders to take her home with him. 

I really, felt sorry for the kid. She 
surely possessed talent, in addition to un- 
usual good looks, and, if she kept her 
head, was certain to ‘win a place in the 
spotlight with Sid within a year or two. 

Then, early one morning, my little pal 
and I were summoned by telephone to 
Sid’s office. The order was for double- 
speed. In the lower hallway the doorman 
told me to wait, while Milly was sent 
offceward in the elevator. I made an 
outside bluff at being unconcerned as a 
duck caught in a thunder-storm. But 
inside I was churning. I knew the fore- 
cast was for a big stogm. And, twenty 
minutes later, when I saw old “Hard Shell” 
himself get outypf the elevator and bang 
into the street Without looking my way, | 
knew the blowoff had come. 

Milly was sitting in a corner, crying, 
when I was shooed through the ante-room. 
She didn’t look up. But Sid did. His 
expression was that of a man sitting on 
harbed wire. Questioned, I knew nothing 
other than that I always had been with 
Milly when she went out in the evening. 
Did she go out alone during the day ; 
She did. . Did I know she was carrying 
on an affair with Ashley Morgan? I 
didn’t. But I knew that she had danced 
with him, as with others of our friends, 
when we visited the night clubs or cab- 
arets, 

Maybe he believed me. 

“Listen to me, Ionie, and get this 
straight. This little fool has gotten away 
from you. She’s been playing around with 
young Morgan for months—in the day-. 
time. You know what that would have 
spelled for her, sooner or later, if some- 
one hadn't put old ‘Hard Shell’ wise.” 

“He came here crazy mad. Said Milly 
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. had to quit seeing his boy or he’d find-some | 
way to Grive her out of town. I'd give 
him a battle if I didn’t know he’s in the 
right. He knows Ashley’s not much good, ! 
and he figures any girl who travels around 
with him is no better. And he still hopes 
to tame this youth and take him into busi- 
ness with him. He won't stand for any 
chorus girl scandal which will reach the 
newspapers. He talked with Milly. Rough | 
as he was, his advice was good. Now you} 
take her home. And,*hereafter, don’t let | 
her get out_of your sight, morning, noon 
or night. Pe warned her. If she sees 
Ashley again, it’s back home for her on! 
the first train.” 

A fine assignment—to keep an eighteen- 
year-old girl from a man she’s crazy about. | 


x= 


DON’T know how Ashley got word to| 
Milly. But he did. Probably by the | 
yellow-back tip route. Following the final | 
cara, she finished dressing first and 
‘said she would meet me near the mail-| 
rack in the lower hallway. I followed in| 
two minutes. She was not there. Mike, | 
on the stage door, said she had run out, | 
jumped into a big car at the curb, and| 
vanished. | 
It didn’t require a Shgrlock Holmes to | 
guess the answer. I made Sid’s office in| 
less than two flat. He got old Morgan | 
at his club on the phone, and the hunt! 
was on. But the result was a_blaypk. 
Ashley Morgan and Milly had disappeared | | 
as completely as a fog blown out to sea.| | 
And the clincher that signified they were | 
not coming back was that Ashley took | 
with him a few thousand of his own and | 
$50,000 which his father had given him | 
that day under pledge that he would not | 
see Milly again, but would go to South 
America and forget her. 


Of course the newspapers got hold of 
the story. 


ASHLEY MorRGAN, WEALTHY PRIN- 
CIPAL IN A DOZEN ESCAPADES, ELOPES 
WITH PRETTIEST OF FUN MAKERS 


CHORUS GIRLS. toe for trial 


size or 50c for as- 
sortment of Gourad’s 


That, and similar screaming headlines, t ¢ 
Toilet preparations. 


was the delicate way in which the news 
was broken in print. I hurried to Harris’ —_—— = 
office, wondering if he would blame and 
discharge me. 
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that will compel the ad- 
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E DIDN’T, though—god, old Sid. 

“Try to forget it, lonie,” he said. 

“We did our best. But I’m sorry for the 

poor kid. I hope the breaks don’t all go 
against her.” 

I couldn’t stand the big room after that. 4 
The little one on the airshaft was better) [% 
than looking about in the old surroundings 
and not seeing Milly there. I fell asleep | 
nights thinking of her, and “wondering. | 
And I waited, day after day, for a letter,) |) 
though I really didn’t expect one. ) 


But a letter did come, after nearly two} |] 
months. For a time I was so dazed I | 
just kept turning it over and over, count- a 


ing the string of foreign stamps, spelling ‘ 
out the name of a town in Switzerland on 
the postmark. There were only a few| ]# 


lines : 
“Dearest Ionie: 
Maybe, by this time, you have for- 


given me. I think of you so often, am 
so ashamed of the shabby way I repaid 
your kindness, I had to write. I am 
well and quite happy. I can’t explain 
anything, but you will understand. 
Don’t tell anyone but Mr. Harris you 
have heard from me. I don’t know 
where I shall go from here, so can’t 


ask you to answer. I wish you all the 
luck in the world, old pal. 
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That was ail. But I read a dozen addi- , 
tional pages betweeri the lines. *Not one” 
word about being married. If she had 
been, she’d have written reams about it. 
Poor little kid! 

After that I received more letters, at 
intervals. .But never a word about her 
companion, nothing about wedding bells. 
And always Milly said she was moving 
about with no fixed destination; not to 
write, They came from Paris, from Lon- 
don, from a famous German health-resort. 
Then, after a long period of silence, I 
heard from her from Southe#n California. 
The next letter was from Utah, one from 
Arizona, then two from a mountain town 
in Colorado. 

It was the letters written in America 
which set me to thinking. All were from 
localities where people went to fight for 


; 


their lives when disease had gripped their 


4 lungs. Cne or the other was ill. t 
couldn’t, wouldn't believe it was Milly. i 
She had been a robust, healthy child of i 
the prairies. Ashley? Why not? Th k 
life he had lived, the late héurs, the per- Ik 
sistent drinking—and all the rest. f 
You'll look as young 3ut, when I finally received an answer t 
if you stop the gray to my guesses, it fairly Stunned me. One t 
of the girls read it from a newspaper one ] 
° night in our dressing-room; a brief item. 
Ashley Morgan? oldest son of Senator l 
John Morgan, who for more than a year s| 
had been touring the resorts of Europe h 
and America in search -of better health, r 
had died in Colorado. Neither his family p 
Restore our nor friends had known he was suffering fa 
y with tuberculosis when he left New York. 
His ebody was being sent home. Senator k 
Morgan was touring the Far South on re 
e. * | business. Ashley’s brother, Bruce, a uni- ré 
versity senior, was on a brief hunting w 
vacation. The Morgan attorneys were hi 
making efforts to reach both, There was ca 
not a word concerning Milly. th 
Ashley Morgan's funeral ‘attracted a A 
throng to the great Fifth Avenue church. fc 
‘ I was there. But not to mourn or from * w 
Then stage a glorious come-back curiosity. But hoping, wishing as I never 
had wished for anything, that somewhere M 
‘ in the crowd I would find Milly. She was or 
not t 
F you are letting gray hair class dyed look! The new color is even : ~ 
you as an older woman, read this and perfect in every way. an 
advertisement. It tells how a simple When restoration is complete More than three years drifted by—long go 
home treatment -restores original (which means, in most cases, a véry ones. I continued with the Fun Makers, be 
color to your hair, bringing back the few days) no,one would guess that singing, dancing, smiling, filling my dittle ni 
youthful appearance you now envy you ever had ‘gray hair. When you niche. Ang I still played a lone hand. Y. 
in other women. re . first 1 One night, when I said, “Howdy,” ,to ; 
get over your hrs great joy, — Mike at the stage door, he pointed to- 
Then mail coupon for free trial you get used to seeing yourself ward a letter for me in the rack. The hand- I 
bottle which proves every statement. youthful and smart looking again, writing gave me a real thrill. My fingers 
Find out how movie stars, Follies you, too, will forget it. trembled so I could scarcely tear off the de 
girls, leading society women and ‘ envelope as I huddled close beneath the h 
business girls keep their hair from Now, mail coupon light in my dressing-room. shi 
turning gray and faded. Tear it out now, this minute, before “Dearest lonie: wi 
you lay your magazine aside. Fill I know I have been neglectful so we 
Quick, sure, easy to use out, send it—by return mail you'll long I deserve no forgiveness. But I a.) 
, =n receive Mary T. Goldman’s Special shall ask it w then I see you, soon. I “fl 
Mary T. Goldman's Hair Color Re- patented Free Trial Kit shall reach New York Monday morn- att 
storer is the scientific preparation ‘ . = intg. Please come to the Garden Hotel suc 
which works these miracles Test as directed on single lock of to see me—Monday if possible. I am the 
— hair, watch the gray disappear; the returning to my old work. Maybe Mr. do 
It’s a dainty hair cosmetic (clean, natural color returns, absolutely per- Harris will give me another chance. rec 
colorless) which doesn’t interfere’ fect! Then when you're sure that Perhaps some day I will explain what Hi 
with shampooing; which leaves hair you need never have gray hair get has happened to me since I saw you me 
silky and glossy full-si bottle f d : last. But not now or when we meet. an 
ory os tull-size bottle from your druggist. My baby will be with me. He is near- ] 
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st Peat sine was coming back.-We would be to 
‘ outit. at hate, gether again, working side by 
: 4 dark: brown medium brown... auburn side. For Sid was Sure to take her back. 
T]{( ary, : oldmans § (dark red) light brown...... light auburn 4 These thoughts shut out all others for a 
§ (light red)...... blonde...... 1 few moments. Happy? Too short a 
Hi } R called those concluding lines. “My 
QU? olor: esforer ree will be with me. He is nearly three now.’ 
OVER 10,000,000 BOTTLES SOLD Nearly three? Ashley’s boy. 
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After the show that night I showed the 
letter to Sid. His face never twitched a 
muscle. 

“Bring Milly to my 
she arrives.” 

Milly met me as I left the elevator at 
the hotel. Of course we cried and 


office as soon as 


laughed and hugged each other. In her 
room, I don’t know which held my at- 
tention closest, she or the little fellow 


who ran to meet us—the deep black eyes 
and the blonde brown hair of Ashley Mor- 
gan. For Milly seemed to have grown 
taller, surely more splendid in figure. And 
the years had only added to her beauty. 
She was glorious. If the lash of experi- 
ence had left welts, there was nothing to 
suggest it except, perhaps, her eyes. 
These had lost their old, happy, care-gree 
sparkle, 

Milly 
turned radiant. He 


went alone to see Sid. She re- 
had praised her ap- 
pearance. Her voice, he insisted, had 
improved. And not only had he given 
her a contract, but he had promised to 
have a small part written into the show 
for her. “The salary is much greater 
than—before,” she said. “Now we can 
take a place uptown, near a park, where 
I can take Harry to play.” 

And she waved aside my objection that 
1 could not afford the extravagance. My 
share would be just the same as when we 
had the old room together: She was to 
receive such an increase that@she would 
pay the- difference, “and, besides, there are 
two of us now.” 

At Sid's prompting, the newspapers were 
kind, only brief notices telling of Milly's 
return to the Fun Makers. There was no 
reference to Ashley Morgan. Within a 
week we had settled down to a rather 
hum-deum existence. An elderly woman 
cared the boy when we were at the 
theatr@"and acted as maid at other times. 
After the show we made a straight-cut 
for home nightly. Mornings, we three 
were im the park. 

But though the days slipped into weeks, 
Milly did not make me her confidant. Only 
once did she explain a bit of the past. She 
had been at the home of her parents, very 
ill, when Ashley Morgan died. Her people 
and her physician would not permit her to 
go East to the funeral. Her baby had 
been born shortly after, but she had re- 
mained at home until she believed he was 
sufficiently old to be brought to New 
York. 


T WOULD have been wonderful if we 

could have gone on living that way, in- 
definitely. But, as usual, Fate was sitting 
in on the game, and not only was she 
shuffling, but she was stacking the cards. 

Milly, seized with a sudden ambition to 
win a real place for herself on the stage, 
worked very hard. Two or “three times 
a, week she stole away to take singing and 
dancing lessons. It was hard grind, And, 
after a month or two, it began to make 
such inroads upon her health and vivacity 
that Sid noted it. Finally, he put his foot. 
down, insisted that Milly must take some 
recreation, do something besides work. 
His suggestion was that we visit a cabaret 
or two weekly, mingle with gay people 
and take a little laughter tonic. 

Naturally, she was a bit backward about 
making such a plunge, knowing she would 
meet many who had known her in the old 
days. But she was greeted with such en- 
thusiasm the first time she and I journeyed 
into the midnight belt, felt so much better 
after a few hours of real relaxation and 
gaiety, that both of us were happy. 

Our second excursion into the same ter- 
ritory after the theatre was equally en- 
joyable. But, our third venture was de- 
cidedly not so good. Scarcely had we 
shed our wraps and moved into the jazz 
atmosphere of the ballroom, when an old 


If you want to make 


you 
want to 
make $100 
a week, 
You won’t have 
You don’t 
Your earnings will 
immediately. You can clear 


write to me at once. 
to invest a cent of capital. 
need experience. 
start 
from $10 to $20 a day your very first 


days. You can enjoy an income of 
$5000 a year for the easiest work you 
ever did. And in addition to this big 
money, you can get a Hudson Super- 
Six Coach absolutely FREE. 


Look at These Earnings 

Joseph Williams, of Texas, made $26 
in a single day by devoting only a 
few hours to this pleasant work. R. I. 
Marshall, of N. J., has cleaned up $80 
in five hours’ time. H. T. Pearl, of 
Okla., made a net, clear profit of $750 
in one month. And right now I am 
offering you a chance to make this big 
money for yourself. 
I want men and women to represent 
us who know a real proposition when 
they see it, who are ambitious to make 
big money, who would like to become 
the most successful person in their 
community... If you act quick, this 
wonderful opportunity is yours. Then, 
if you will simply follow a few in- 
structions, you will find it easy to 
make $100 a week, or even more. 


Amazing Profits Waiting 
For You" 


We are the largest and most success- 
ful company of our kind in the world. 
We have been in business for eighteen 
years. We have hundreds of thousands 
of customers in every part of the coun- 
try, But “Zanol” Products are never 
sold in stores. Instead, we appoint an 
authorized representative in every 


Hudson Coach FREE! 


We want yoy to yore ys this is a high-grade 
proposition. We wanf¥o help you in every way 
to make large profits and we offer to provide a 
new Hudson Super-Six Coach without any 
expense to you whatever. Just write for our 
proposition. Mail the coupon for details of 
the plan that will give you this handsome closed 
car without expense and an income of $100 a 
week, or more. 
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and get aHudsonCoach 
this is Your chance 


communiiy to represent us and handle 
all of our business with our customers. 
For doing this easy, pleasant, digni- 
fied work, our representatives made 
over a million and a half dollars last 
year. This year they will make two 
million dollars. And if you will ac- 
cept my offer now, you can get your 
share of these tremendous profits. 


Your Income Starts 
immediately 


You can begin to enjoy a bi 
immediately. I furnish you “with a 
complete equipment for doing busi- 
ness, absolutely FREE. I tell you ex- 
actly what to do. I tell you where to 
go and what to say, and how to make 
money. T. R. Anders, of Pa., made 
$15 his first day. Mrs. K. R.» Roof, of 
S. C., earned $50 the first week in 
spare time. Glen Kiser, of Va., ended 
his first day with a profit of $16.68. 
Christopher Vaughn netted $125 in 
one week. And there isn’t a reason 
in the world why you can’t do as well, 
or better, than any Of these repre- 
sentatives. 


Get the Facts Today 


Just send me your name and I will 
tell you how to get started in this won- 
derful money-making business. I will 
give you all the details. I will show you 
how you can make $100 a week, and 
even in your spare time $8 to $10 a day 
for a few hours’ work. And_ besides 
all that, I will show you how you can 
get your Py h absolutely free. 
I don’t want 1 to send me a cent. 
You risk nothing. Let me tell you 
about this marvelous opportunity. ‘Let 
me prove togygou that you can make $100 
a week wi t working half as hard 
as you do right now. Mail the coupon 
today. 


income 


THE AMERICAN PRODUCTS CO. 


President and General Manager 
Dept: 5257, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Mail This NOW 


Dept. 57, Cincinnati, 
I want to know how I can earn $100 a week 4 
as a “Zanol” Representative. Send me all the 4 
facts about your money-making proposition, | 
without cost or obligation. 1 
! 
Name 1 
Address 
! 
! 
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» will send this famous watch, express pre 
, for you to examine, to inspect, to ad 
to approve without one penny advance 

Pxamine the watch and be cor 
the hes watch buy you ever saw 
a small payment dow: the balance In 
easy MONTHLY payments You use the 
watch while paying for it 

Ladies’ Wrist Watches 
Artistic, dependable ladies’ wrist watches 
perfect timepieces, beautiful hand-engraved 
ases in white or green gold Send for New 
Watch took and see the new shapes and 

Sent on approval and seld on 


Just Out!—New ‘Sditta Watch Book 
Send for our New Watch Book-—-just off the 
press. All the newest watch cases designs in 

> or green gold, fancy shapes and thir 
are shown Read our easy 
Wear the watch 30 days 
sent for your examination and 
without a penny down Nothing to 
the watch before you buy 
New Book Today-—-It's FREE 
Your Watch NOW! 
SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 
SIS Thomas Bidg. Topeka, Kansas 
(Home of the Great Santa Fe Railway) 


SANTA FE WATCH COMPANY 
5115 Thomas Bidg., 

Topeka, Kansas. 

Please send prepaid and without obliga 
tion your ‘New Watch Book . explaining 
your “No Money Down" Offer on the Santa 
Fe Special Watch. 


Name 


Address 


One pil won a $2000 . Another 
over $8000 im apace time. 
ing 


Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson course in writing and marmetng of 
the Short-Story and sample copy of 1E 

RITER’S MONTHLY free. Write today. 


Stee 
Song Poem Writers 


Send for my proposition now 


RAY HIBBELER 
D110, 2104 N. KEYSTONE AVE., CHICAGO 


| acquaintance hastened toward us, followed 


by a good-looking youth in his early twen- 
ties, immaculately dressed, but with a de- 
cidedly more serious air than usually is 
associated with a Broadway joy-hunter. 
I was still trying to make up my mind 
about. him when he was introduced as— 
Bruce Morgan. 

I don't know 


whether I spoke or not. 


I was too busy watching Milly. She 
flushed, then turned white at the name, 
but otherwise kept her wits, And the 


youth, surely aware of Milly’s identity, of 
the past in which she had been associated 
with his brother, carried off the introduc- 
tion with no flicker of emotion other than 
a smile. Then he insisted that we join 
him and his friend, and soon we were 
seated at a table where, despite Milly's 
protest, he ordered supper. 

My brain seemed to be going around as 
though I were ten thousand feet up in an 
airship. Bruce Morgan, according to re- 
port, was a studious lad to whom Broad- 
way and its environs constituted unknown 
terrain; one who was following in his 
father’s business footsteps. Yet, here he 
was. I finally gave it up and waited for 
time to write the answer, 

Later, when 1 could slip away briefly, 
I inquired concerning Bruce Morgan's 
sudden fondness for night life. None 
knew. The best explanation I got was 
that “Hard Shell” Morgan had gone to 
Europe to attend to important financial 
matters for the government which would 
take months and that, immediately follow- 
ing his departure, Bruce had begun to 
frequent the cabarets and night clubs. But 
he had been no roisterer, like his brother. 
Affable, a good mixer, always ready with 
jest or laughter, and a liberal spender, he 
had won friends on every side. But he 
drank very little and played no favorites 
among the fair sex. 

Just the same, my informants raised 
questioning brows when they spoke of his 
meeting with Milly, which we all realized 
must have been deliberately planned, None 
would have introduced them unless he had 
requested. In the few hours we remained 
at the cabaret, Milly played her role 
gamely—no matter what she thought or 
guessed—and she laughed and danced as 


though really enjoying herself. But, when 
we left, she refused to escort Bruce and 
his companion, and returned home in a 


| taxicab. 


In our rooms Milly positively refused 
to discuss her meeting with Morgan or 
the evening’s outing. But, after a long 
period of silent thinking. she announced 


in the gay places. 


HAYE you ever noted the little ball 
that goes bumping about on a roulette 
wheel, headed no place in particular and 
landing where yqu least expect? Yes. 
Then you'll understand as I go along. 
Two days later, when Milly and I were 
in the park with Harry, Bruce came along, 
took his place coolly upon the bench beside 
us and made friends with the boy. Milly 


staged the battle of her life to keep up 
a bold front on thatipccasion, And, never 
so much as by the flutter of an eyelash 
did he betray himself, show anything but 
polite, good-natured interest in all of us, 
though he must have realized we knew 
the meeting was no accident. But the 
thing which puzzled me most—and prob- 
ably Milly as well—was whether he knew 
his relationship to the child. : 
Again Milly became a sphinx concerning 
her own feelings after we reached home. 
And, throughout the remainder of the 
week, she remained indoors in the day- 
time, sending Harry to the park with the 
maid. I, of course, stayed in with her. 


But the situation was getting on my 
So, on Sunday, I made a deter- 


nerves. 


she was throfigh with after4he-show life, 


mined effort to get her to take a walk 


with m She refused. We kept to our 
room, ading and dozing until—about 
four. Then, following a clatter of voices, 


in which I noted Harry’s, in upon us 
walked, first the maid, then Bruce Morgan, 
the little fellow leading him by the hand. 

[ just sat stunned. For a minute | 
couldn't decide whether Milly would fight 
or run. But, finally, she met the situation 
with a forced smile. And she even pre- 
tended to believe Bruce's declaration that, 
quite by accident, he had met the child 
in the park; that the boy had insisted he 
come home with him. 

I’m not much of an expert on psychol- 
ogy, miracles or love. So I'll tell what 
happened in the fairly immediate future 
in ghort sentences. Bruce, once he had 
gained entree to our little home, refused 
to remain away, And, realizing this, Milly 
resumed her outings in the park, some- 
times with me along, at others with Harry 
only. But Bruce always was there, 
played with the boy and accompanied 
Milly home. 

I couldn’t make his game at all. And 
I didn’t question Milly, who sometimes 
seemed bitterly annoyed, at others amused, 
then—well, I didn’t know. But, after a 
few weeks, when she talked about giving 
up her work, leaving New York and re- 
maining away so that she could escape 
Bruce, but never making a real move, I 
began to guspect that—fantastical as it 
might seem—these two were falling in 
love. 


HEN came another long period of 
pretending and side-stepping by all of 
us, but with me wondering when and how 
the farce would end. 
However, one night, with a suddenness 


which fairly jolted me, she bl 1 the 
truth. “TIonie, I’m in_ trouble. think 
you've guessed it. I’m just stumbling 


along, with no certainty as to the future. 
But I’m going to see this thing through. 
I’m not going to leave New York. I've 
been fighting against myself, and lost, {f 
ran away with Ashley Morgan because— 
I don’t know why. It wasn’t love. | 
learned that. Perhaps it was the spirit of 
adventure, a desire to see life, the infatu- 
ation of a country girl for a worldly, 
fascinating man. But—I’m afraid I’m 
really in love with Bruce Morgan. Yes, 
he’s been making love to me; though not 
in so many words.” 

“But——” 

“IT know what you would ask. No, we 
have not said a word about the past. He 
never has mentioned his brother's name 
or questioned about the boy, whom he 
loves dearly. But I won't run away;'I'll 
just stay here—and wait—till he tells me 
—anything he wants to.” 

* + * * * 

After that, for many weeks, things 
moved along with reasonable smooth- 
ness; nothing in particular happening to 
place more worries upon my already 
burdened shoulders. Now and then Milly 
repeated her threat.to go to some place 
where Bruce would not find her. But she 
didn’t. And he, with a persistence worthy 
of his father, refused to heed her halif- 
thearted requests that he see her only in- 
frequently. He+laughed at the idea that 
gossip was certain to link their names in 
a way to bring trouble to both. 

But I could not put the future out of 
my mind with a shrug. And one morning, 
after a tedious rehearsal of a new jazz 
number, when I was hastening toward the 
comforts of a kimona and soft slippers, I 
determined we must reach some definite 
understanding. Common sense told me 


we could not continue to go on living as 
we had been. 
took place. 


But my intended talk never 
For, though little Harry and 
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his nurse were away to the park, Bruce 
was there. 

So we just sat and chattered, shop-talk 
and of people, all sidestepping the really 
important problems on our minds. But 
the quiet of our rooms was interrupted 
suddenly by a racket in the hallway. Peo- 
ple were talking in angry voices. As they 
neared our door, I caught a whining pro- 
test from the elevator boy. Next, a rum- 
bling, “I tell you I don’t want to be an- 
nounced, I'll find her for myself.” 

“Father! He wasn’t to return from 
Europe until——” Bruce’s exclamation died 
away in a choking gasp. I suddenly felt 
weak all over. Milly had gone sickly 
white Old “Hard Shell” just outside 
meant only one thing. The explosion I 
had feared 


HE buzzer rasped: He had noted 

*Milly’s name on the door. I opened my 
lips to’ advise against replying. But she 
cut me short with, “Go into the other 
room, both of you. Don’t come unless I 
call.” Her lids had narrowed to tiny slits, 
her little mouth had drawn into the stub- 
born lines I knew too well. If it must 
be war, she was ready. I tiptoed into 
the room beyond. Bruce, after an instant’s 
hesitation, followed, 

She hurried away toward the outer door. 
Bruce and I huddled just inside that of 
the bedroom, which he had closed to a 
mere crack. His heavy breathing indi- 
cated the excitement under which he 
labored. 

A-+mutter of voices reached us, then 
approaching steps. As they entered I for- 
got about Milly in looking at “Hard Shell” 
Morgan. It was the first time I had 
glimpsed him at close range. He stood 
six feet, if an inch; his bulk was that of 
a bull-wrestler, while his heavy features 
were set in Hard, domineering lines. 

“Won't you sit down?” I glanced from 
the towering, frowning financier, who had 
tossed his hat viciously upon a table, to 
the mite who faced him. There was not 
a quaver in her low, even tone. For a 
moment he stood glowering, his little gim- 
let eyes shining wickedly. But if he had 
counted upon bluffing her that way, he 
failed. 

“All right,” he grunted, finally, dropping 
into a chair opposite the one she ha 
taken and leaning over until his head was 
within a few feet of hers. “You remember 
me, of eourse?” 

“You are Jolin Morgan.” 

“Right. And the father of Bruce Mor- 
an, which is most important just now. 
f suppose you also know why I came 
here 

“No, not exactly. Perhaps it would be 
better if you explained.” Milly’ Ss answer 
was slowly deliberate, but I had a hunch 
~ was trying for more time to set her- 
self. 

“Right. Now, Miss Shannon,” and his 
words seemed to snap, “I’m a_ business 
man and will not waste words. How much 
cash will you take to leave this city at 
once, never return, and sign an agreement 
never to see or communicate with my son, 
Bruce, again?” 

A smothered gasp over my shoulder told 
where the shot had hit hardest. I think 
even Milly was jolted for a second, but— 
“You have come to the wrong place, Mr. 
Morgan. I must decline to discuss your 
son. I neither want nor need your money. 
And, as New York is my home, where I 
earn my living, I shall not leave it.” 

“Yes, you will!” He drove a_great fist 
with a thud against his knee. . “Either you 
go willingly, with the money I'll pay to 

rid of you, or I'll see you don't earn 
a living here. Sid Harris won't dare defy 
me and the financial pressure I can bring 
to bear upon him.” 

“You have said enough, Mr. Morgan.” 


EASY NOW TO GET 


A PERFECT MARCEL 
While You Dress or Sleep! 


Marvelous New Invention Gives 
Beautiful Professionai-Like Wave 
Without Muss, Bother or Expense. 


NOW: tew minutes’ time any woman can 
’ give herself a Perfect Marcel. All Milady 
has to do is place in her hair a Ready-Set 
Marceller which immediately conforms the 
hair into a series of beautiful waves similar to 
those given by the most experienced of beau- 
ty specialists. It’s no trick to putitin: The 
illustrations show how. neat it looks in the 
hair while in use and what a beautiful wave 


it gives to perfectly straight hair. . 


The READY-SET 
Marceller 
Can’t Go Wrong 


Regardless of what texture hair you have, the 
Ready-Set Marceller never fails. It wilkde- 
light you. It comes in two parts. One for 
the side of the head as shown in illustration. 
The other for the opposite side and back. It 
is adjustable for those who prefer the back 
shingle bob with sides waved. The secret of 
the Ready-Set is the folding crossbar which 
“automatically” puts each one of the flexible 
combs in the hair at the proper angle flat to 
the head and in the proper place to give a 
ect marcel. The crossba: works bellows 
ion. When you close up the crossbar the 
hair. [which should be dampened} works up 
between the combs forming beautiful waves. 


These Pictures Tell Se Story! 


The Ready-Set must not be confused 
with cloth waving caps—hot oil —hot 
irons—or intricate adjustment of combs, 
It is automatic, self-waving, self-adjust- 
ed silver-like waver with flexible special 
made combs. It weighs but a few 
ounces; comfortable to put on; nothing 
matically perfect marcel. 

Any woman who has lost time and 
patience with so-called home wavers 
is invited to try the Ready-Set entire- 
ly at our risk and expense to demon- 
strate that it is based on an entirely new 
and different principle. 

Your mirror tells the story! By the 
time you are dressed, your hair is beau- 
tifully done! Or put it on at night— 
you'll never notice it—and in the 
morning you look as if you had just 
stepped from the beauty shop. 


ical than Ready-Set. If you have a 
permanent you need one. Ideal for re- 
tracing. For those with naturally curly 
hair who use the Finger wave, the 
Ready-Set will delight you. It isa 
way to safely marcel white hair. It gives 
the petiect wave to any type of hair. 


or: Undressed Hair. 2—The 


Ready-Set 
the Hair in 3 Seconds. 3—The Re- 


—A Beautiful Toilet Everytime! 


Miss Ray Morse, well known beauty specialist, says: “After 
get by simply 
using the Ready-Set Marceller, I would be selfish if I 
American women thousands 


seeing the wave any woman can 80 easily 


did not admit that it will save 
of dollars formerly spent with beauty parlors. 


Send No Money 


We want you to be convinced the Ready-Set will give 
satisfaction. Later we plan to sell through stores, and we 
want your good will. We are offering a special introduc- 
tory price to women who make thistest. Send inthecoupon 
today for a 5-day trial of the Ready-Set Marceller. 


THE READY-SET MARCELLER CO, 


| 1017 Colonial Bidg., Kansas City, Mo. 


r Ready-Set Marceller. 1 agree 


$2.97 (ph ith the tman deli not 
jus wi a very. am 
postage ffi return me 


pos’ 
satisfied with results in every way I will 
purchase 


you are to 
i NO’ If you expect to be out when ¢ postman cal 
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TE: 
$3 with order and the Ready-Set Morceller will be sent on 
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End Foot 
Pains 


in 10 minutes or this 


test is FREE 


Qc TENCE has made a 
startling discovery 
rbout foot and leg 


pains. It has found 

they come from the fall- 

ing of the small hidden 

arch across the front of 

the foot When it gives 

way the instep arch is y 


weakened and soon the 
foot breaks down com- 
pletely Burning, ach- 
ing feet and legs—pains 
in the toes, instep, ball 
or heel — dull ache in 
the ankle, calf or knee 
—shooting pains, flat- 
tening and spreading of 
the feet—all are symptoms to warn you. 

Now science offers you a positive and quick way 
to end these pains and restore the foot to its naturally 
strong and healthy condition It is a light, porous 
band called the Jung Arch Brace. Its secret lies 
in its correct tension, in its scientific contour and 
design. The results it gives are astounding 2,000,000 
people. 

So confident “are we that it will bring instant relief 
that we let you test a pair for 10 days you are not 
delighted, return to place of purchase and every penny 
will be refunded. 

If your druggist, shoe dealer or chiropodist cannot 
supply you, use the coupon today With a half-inch 
strip of paper measure around the smallest part of your 
instep, where the forward edge of the brace is shown in 
the circle diagram, or give size and width of shoe We 
will send you a pair of ““Wonder” Style. Simply pay post- 
man $1 and postage. ‘eel Style, extra wide, for 
more severe cases, $1.5( 

In Canada address: 
Roberts, 365 
Canadian Pr 


Kirkham & 
cific 
“ onder $1.2 

Mira de $1.75 


J UNGS. 


ARCH BRACES 


Bad Foot Pains in 10 Minutes 


i THE JUNG ARCH BRACE Co., 

1 365 Jung Building, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

§ Send me a pair of Jung Arch Braces in style checked. 
1 Wonder Style, $1 Miracle, $1.50. 

1 I will pay man the above price and postage. 

My money returned if not satisfied. I enclose 
1 foot measurement. 


HOW TO OBTAIN 
BEAUTIFULLY SHAPED LIPS! 


M. Trilety’s new lipshaper, 
together with its thick lp 
astringent lotion, will now 
reduce protruding, prominent, 
thick, unshapely lips to nor- 
mal and thus improve your 
facial features 100 per cent. 
appliance is com- 
fortable, easy to adjust, and 
is worn at night. It will also 
promote correct breathing and 
eliminate the harmful and 
annoying habit of snoring. 

Write for full information, 
testimonials, ete., without any 
obligation on your part. 


M. Trilety Dept. 138-SP, Binghamton, N.Y. 


Tonneau Wrist Watch 
14 Kt. White Rolled Gold beautifully engraved case. Sapphire 
Jewel < rown, silk grosgrain ribbon and engraved clasp. High 
* ed ruby jeweled movement, regulated perfect time- 


WRITTEN 20-YEAR GUARANTEE WITH RACE WATCH 
SEND ONLY 50 CENTS. Watch comes to you post-paid. 
y have 30 days to decide. If pleased with its perfec 


keeping and beauty send $3.00 per m Aa ty b Full 


price $9.50. If not satisfied return wat« h and your money 
will be promptly refunded. This offer is limited. Rush order 
at once. 


REGENT WATCH CO., 93 Nassau St., Dept. A-22, New York 


Milly was upon her feet, quivering with 
anger, her little fists clenched. “Maybe 
you can force Mr. Harris to let me go, and 
maybe you can't. But I won't be forced 
to do anything by threats. No matter 
what you may do, I'll find some way to 
make a living. And I shall remain in 
New York. Your son can do as he pleases 
about seeing me. There is absolutely no 
understanding between us which should 
cause him to disobey your wishes. Now 
ple: ise = 

“No. Not yet. You're bluffing. You 
know it, and so do I. You're playing for 
a better price. Let’s have it; your top 
hgure,. 

Bruce moved as if to pass me, but I 
held him, whispering, “Wait!” 

“Mr. Morgan, are*you going to leave— 
now 

“No, again.” The big man’s voice was 
almost a roar, and his anger pulled him 
to his feet. “I'll double what you got 
from Ashley. I'll make it $100,000,” 


T THE words, I was pushed aside. 

Bruce was in the room beyond with: 
“Don't say any more, Father. You don’t 
understand.” 

Huddled in the shadow, I still could see 
all of the play before me. For a moment 
Morgan's on sagged, but he was so ac- 
customed to beating down all opposition 
that Bruce’s unexpected appearance checked 
him but momentarily. 

“So,” he bellowed, “it isn’t enough that 
you take advantage of my absence to 
deceive me, but you hide in this woman’s 
bedrox m to eavesdrop——” 

“Stop right where you are or I'll forget 
I’m your son.” He taok a step which 
placed him between Milly and his angry 
father. 

“You've forgotten that already. Now 
you listen to me. Since you've heard so 


much, you're going to hear the rest—all 
of it. Nearly seven years ago this. girl 
came here—from God knows where;: I 
don’t. Your brother Ashley met her. 


He'd made mistakes before. But never 
until she came into his life did he lose 
his head completely. Others he had 
played with, and forgotten. For her his 
infatuation was blind. More innocent than 
the others, possibly, but cleverer, she held 
him, against every ple& I could make. For 
months I begged him to give her up. 
Finally I thought he had listened to me. 
He said he would, But her price was 
$50,000.” 

I thought I heard a faint cry from 
Milly. 

“But she tricked me. She not only took 
the be but she took him.” 

Father, you don’t know what you're 
saying.’ 

“I know, all right. Ashley was a man 
of the world. But she fooled him. You're 
only a boy, inexperienced—a baby in the 
hands of such a woman, She'll ruin you 
as she did him.” 

“Milly didn’t ruin him. It was he who 
deceived her. Then he became ill, with 
the disease which killed him. But she 
stuck. 
him. And—before he died—he did what 
he could to make good. He and Milly 
were married.” 

“That’s—a—lie.” The words stuck in 
Morgan’s throat. And he seemed to sud- 
denly grow yellow and old. 

“No, Father, it’s the truth. Ashley told 
me. I was with him—when he died.” 

The girl gave a low moan, and for a 
moment swayed. Then, “Bruce—you 
knew—all the time—everything ?’ 

“Yes. Ashley made a long fight before 
he gave up; before he realized he was 
dying. But he deceived you—told you he 
was better and sent you to your home. He 
thought it was best you should not be with 
him when the end came. Then he tele- 


She remained with him and nursed’ 


I left college and hurried 
At his suggestion I used an 
It was I who sent Ash- 

Then I came East on 
I had my own reasons for 
to know I had been 
brother when he died. Now, 


graphed for me. 
to Colorado, 
assumed name. 

ley’s body home. 
another train. 
not wanting anyone 
with my 
Father, ‘do you believe? 

“No. There’s some trick in this.” More 
gan leaned over, clutching the table. 
Most of the fight seemed to have gone out 
of him. 

“Very well. You shall have proof. 
Milly,” he turned toward the trembling 
girl. “Do you keep your papers here?” 

She nodded. Another moment and she 
had taken a tin box from her trunk, un- 
locked it and passed it to Bruce, The lid 
went back and with trembling fingers. He 
drew out a paper, shook out its folds and 
put it in his father’s hands. “This is the 
wedding certificate. I saw the duplicate on 
file in Denver.” 

The old man, seemingly half dazed, 
held it before his eyes, read and reread it. 
Then he sank into a chair and looked help- 
lessly at the two before him. 

“One thing more, Milly. Ashley told 
me that just before you went home he 
gave you $30,000. Is it all gone?” 

“No. Most of it is*in a bank. I spent 
only a few thousands, when I was ill and 
to support myself and the baby until he 
was old enough so I could come back 
here to work.” 

“The baby? What do you mean?” It 
was Morgan who questioned, pulling him- 


self to his feet. 
‘Ashley’s boy. 


“Her baby. 
after—Ashley died.” 

“A child? Ashley’s? Where is he?” 
The voice of the old man had dropped 
to a whisper. 

“He’s here, in New York, well and 
strong a wonderful little fellow—”’ Bruce 
paused as his father sank back into his 
chair and covered his faee with his hands. 
I don’t know how long he sat and the 
others watched. But it seemed hours. 

Then Morgan arose unsteadily and 
icked up his hat. His eyes appeared to 
on sunk far back, his mouth twitched. 
He bowed to Milly. 

“I’m an old man, child, older today than 
I knew. Nothing I can say, no regret I 
feel, can change what is past. Let us hope 
for a brighter future, with a bette under- 
standing all round. I can’t expect you 
to forget but, in time, you may * forgive. 
I hope it will be soon. When you do, 
send for me. I want to see you again— 
and the boy—often. Please have dinner 
at home with me tonight, Bruce.” 

With faltering steps, his head dropped 
between his shoulders, he left the room. 
A moment later ‘and the outer door had 
closed behind him. No matter what I'd 
thought of “Hard Shell” Morgan, I felt 
a bit sorry for him then. 


He came 


T WAS Milly who first spoke. “Bruce, 
there is more to tell than your father 

heard. I must know the whole truth— 
everything. 

“There’s only a little, dear. When Ash- 
ley told me of your marriage, of the little 
one to come, he made me promise not to 
tell Father. . Perhaps he feared—some- 
thing, But he also pledged me to find you 
and the baby and see that you never 
wanted for anything.” 

“So that’s why you tried to see me 
often?” 

“Yes, at first. I was keeping my prom- 
ise. But soon—” _He moved closer and 
todk her hands. “Well, I couldn’t remain 
just friends. And I couldn't speak freely 
for fear I’d lose you. Milly, I’ve wanted 
you for a long time. I love you. I be- 
lieve you love me——” 

That was the fade-out on the picture as 
far as I was concerned. 
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Prépare For a 


Stage Career 


~Right at Home 
NED WAYBURN Will Show You How | 


F you Bax for a career on the stage—if you want 

to learn ge dancing that is stage dancing, 
quickly, e , and at surprisingly low cost—here 
is your chance to study under Ned Wayburn's 
personal direction—and prepare yourself for big 
success—right in your own home 

Mr. Wayburn’s Home Study Course, which covers 
every type of dancing, is the most thorough, most 
practical, most remarkable course of its kind in the 
world—yet it is so simple and easy that even children 
can grasp it readily. You learn by exactly the same 
method that is in daily use at Mr. Wayburn’s famous 
New York Studios—the same method that has helped 
up the ladder of fame Evelyn Law, Ann Pennington, 
Marilyn Miller, Fred and Adele Astaire, Oscar Shaw 
and scores of other celebrated stage stars that pie. 
Wayburn has directed! 


Illustrated Booklet —F REE 


Whether you are interested in Stage Dancing as a 
career, aS an accomplishment or merely as a sure road 
to health and beauty—you should write at once for 
Mr. Wayburn’s new illustrated free booklet 22, which 
describes his marvelous Home Study Course in detail. 

This course 1s absolutely different from anything you have 
ever se@n. Write for your copy of booklet today. 


NED WAYBURN 
Studios of Stage Dancing Inc. 


1841 Broadway,(Entr.on 60thSt)Studio 22 

At Oe Circle, New York. Open all year ’round 
. M. to 10 P. M. Except Sundays. 

(Closed Saturdays at 6 P.M.) Phone Columbus 3500 


Selected 


Perfumes 


and other Rieger Toilet Articles 
Special Assortment— Regular Value $2.50 


Now Rieger offers you an unusual! o arfity of becoming 
pat ted with the exquisite creations in the Rieger line, 
68 years the choice of discriminating perfume users 
throughout the world. Read this list of the charming t toi- 
letries that have been especially or yee tos mot 
Read this list 


er’a Concentra’ 
tantal 
Ad 
iden N: 
jonolulu Bouquet 
av 


otal value $2.50 
above sent you only 98c! 


Full size at all dealers. If he cannot supply you 
send d = to ryt below. Order from above list. 


Send No Money 


Just send name and address (post card will do). Pay postman on 
delivery. We pay parcel post carriage charges. We guarantee you 
will be pleased or money refunded. Send today! 


Paul Rieger & Co., (Since 1872) 162 First St.San Francisco 


Doubt 


[Continued from page 71] 


I cried. “I have doubted 
but there have been 
Reed told me, and 


man, “I did,’ 
from the beginning, 
things—things Mrs. 
others that shook me.” 

“She talked to you you see she has 
gone beyond any chance of turning back. I 
suppose she feared the papers ?” 

I nodded. 

“She told you things you could not doubt, 
Harlan ? And there were others ?’ 

“T was in the restaurant—I followed—I 
can’t explain it. Even though I doubted 
you, I felt I had to stand by you.’ 

He had picked up his pipe from the desk. 
The thing fell apart in his hand and he 
laid it back again in two parts. 

“Symbolic,” he said heavily, pushing it 
from him. “Harlan, I don’t blame you— 
I don’t blame her. 
fool, and I am facing the consequences.” 

“But,” I urged, “can you not trust me 
enough to tell me how you are involved? I 
tell you I have believed in you from the 
beginning ; even if my faith was shaken, 
it is not lost. I am asking ‘you to state ut.” | 
own case as you would a client’s:in court.” 

“No,” he said, sitting down again in his | 
desk chair and locking his hands between 
his knees nervously. “No,. Harlan, it would 
not be as I should state a case in court for 
anyone else. If I were doing that, I should 
tell only half the truth. If I state my own, 
it must be the whole truth, the evil and the 
good. That is why I cannot tell it in court. 
It would make my shame greater and 
humiliate Marion more than my silence.” 

It was a little time before he spoke again, 
but when he did, he went on unti! the thing 
was told and I sat without interrupting him 
until the end. 

“It was two years ago, Harlan, that Sadie 
Barnet first came intoymy office. It was she 
you saw today in the restaurant. She 
came to me with a case so clearly defined 
and so patently righteous that I took it 
without an instant doubt of my being in 
the right in backing her. I won that case 
for her, and then she came to me and begged 
me to handle all her affairs for her. I 
undertook it because she seemed so helpless 
and so unhappy—she told me she had been 
involved in an affair with an unscrupulous 
man and that he was trying to fleece her 
out of every penny that she had. She made 
no pretense of being a virtuous woman, but 
I ieved her sincerity and her anxiety to 
make good—hbelieved in the simplicity of 
her helplessness. She did not even know the 
simplest forms of legal procedure @nd came 
to me for every little difficulty. I charged 
her nothing, because I knew she was poor. 

“She was Gown to a paltry two hundred 
dollars and one diamond ring which she 
said was worth about five hondred, and 
her only other bet was some shares in a 
milling company which this man meft- 
tioned was trying to get from her through 
a technical error. I was sorry for her, so 
sorry for her that I let her sit here and cry 
in my office time after time, talking her out 
of it each time as I might a child. 


HE came to me last spring—it was 
early in April—looking frightened and 
anxious, and told me this man Burns was 
after her again, hounding her to go hack 
to him. 
she was, and they wouldn’t let her go until 
she paid her rent, and that she had drawn 
her two hundred dollars and given it to 
Burns in order to free herself of him long 
enough to move. I told her she was an 
idiot to do a thing like .that that she 
ought to have called in the police, but she 
only got hysterical and asked me if I 
wanted her to lose her newly established 


reputation. 


I have been a damned | 


| the road is clear before you. This amazing 


She said she couldn’t stay where | 


Did for Theos 
8 Men! 


Ward of Chicago read it and increased his earn- 
ings from $20 a week to $13,500 a year—J H. 
Cash, Atlanta, raised his salary from 375 to $500 
a month—W. D. Clenny of Kansas City, com- 
menced making as high as $850 a month—F. M. 
Harris, a former telegrapher, became sales man- 
ager at $6,000 a year—. A. Jones, Missouri, in- 
creased his income 70°%-—H. J. Pugh, Ohio, was 
promoted to general manager of his firm at three 
times his old salary —R. Morton of Illinois, became 
president of his firm and is now earning as much 
in a month as he formerly ear a year; all as a 
result of reading this book that is 


NOW FREE 


There is nothing unusual about these men, or 
about their success. Thousands, after reading this 
book, have found big money waiting for them. The 
only question is—do you want to increase your 
earning power. If so—this book, “Modern Sales- 
manship,” will quickly show you how to do it in an 
easy way. 


Success Inside Twenty Weeks 


This may sound remarkable— but after 18 years ‘of 
intensive investigation the National Demonstration 
method has been perfected—and this means you 
can now step into a selling position in one-fourth 
the time it formerly took to prepare for this greatest 
of all money-making professions. 


Simple as A B C 


There is nothing remarkable about the success that 
men enjoy shortly after they take up this result- 
securing system of Salesmanship Training. For there 
are certain ways to stimulate keen interest—certain 
ways to overcome objections, batter down prejudice, 
outwit competition and make the prospect act. Learn 
these secrets and brilliant success awaits you in the 
selling field. 


Make this Free Test at Once 


You don’t need experience or a college education. 
And if you are not sure of yourself, you can find out 
at once whether you can make big money as a Master 
Salesman. Simply send the coupon for this Free Book. 
Ask yourself the questions it contains. The answers 
you make will show you definitely whether a big 
success awaits you in this fascinating field. Then 
k will 


be a revelation to you. Send for it at once while this 


free offer is open 


NATIONAL. SALESMEN’S TRAINING 
ASSOCIATION 


| Dept. E-26, N. S, T. A. Building, Chicago, Hil. 


Nati@mal Salesmen's Training Association, } i 
Dept. E-26, N. 8. T. A. Bldg., Chicago, Hl. 

Gentlemen. [ will accept a copy of “Modern Sales- ! 
manship” with the understanding that it is sent | 
me entirely free. 
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This Tenor Banjo 


This hand- 
some full 
size, profession- 
al Tenor banjo ts 
yours. We want to 
make one thousand 

new friends this 
month. We want to 
present one of these 
wonderful, delightful 
instruments as a gift 
to each of one thousand 
readers of this magazine 
—and here's why. 

Before becoming a pro- 
fe-sor and a lover of music, 
surticularly the tenor banjo, 
Prof. Six yearned and yearned 
for the possession of a genu- 

ine, professional instrument, 
the same kind used by the big, 
successful professionals of the 
world. Now we want you to suc- 
ceed. We want to help every music- 
lover that we can attain success, am! 
this gift offer is made to pave the way for you, and 
no previous musical owledge is necessary 
ve her sur priee for you! 


at only do we start you on the way 


ne ond trust to luek that you 
easor's method is different and has proven to be 
that is why we claim you'll be able to play 
inutes. Put us to the test 


in 30 Minutes 
With My Picture Method 


Arthur Brisbane, the highest paid 
journalist in the world, once said 
thet “‘a single picture is worth a 
thousand words.” He was right, for 
it stands to reason, when you take 
your instrument in hand along with 
the actual photographs of the pro 
fessor in action as your guide, it is 
easy to imitate and do the right 
thing. But that all. 

e also urnish 

Phonographic 5° saditions! 
phonographic recor 

Records Given professor's playing of the piece you are 

learning, along with our thorough, printed and illustrated, 

easy-to-read course. Doesn't that sound easy? It is easy. 


pupils, you # 
vet most b ‘efficient course to insarey our mastering the tenor banjo. 


Don't = Single Cent 


Investigate offer today unt tomorrow bevause you 
hat weet and mise thie derful It might be the 
turning pot i@ your career Jon't send a single cent. Just ,— a line— 
card will do—telling you are interested in receiving 
ne regular eighteen dollar, 


nough to go around 

more sondage “ol SM ART SET 
Therefore, do not hesitate-—put in your reservation now, 

ute. You will socom join our happy army of enthasiastic 
>» musicians. 


a New York Academy of Music 
Studio 445, 100 Fifth Ave., New Y: 
Please rush all information relative to 
your Tenor Banjo Course and reserve a 
gift banjo for me. This obligates me in 

no way whatever 


Earn $50 to $75 a Week 


Earn while tims. 8 weeks 
Preach. Weres, Packs. Diet, Facial, 
M ete.’ Au 


se This Famous Beauty 

Method at Home 
J Guarantee You a Clear, Soft Skin 


blem- 
ishes. 1 actually guerente 
smooth, clear, skin 
Let me show you 


or 
canned 4 FREE, 
telling how you ean become a radiant, 


LUCILLE YOUNG 
Room 20-65 Lucille Young 


Bidg., Chicago, Ul. 
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“Well, I sent her away, after cheering 
her up in the usual way, and I was so sorry 
| for her that I felt there was nothing finer 
I could do than give the poor woman an 
even chance. I told her I would engage 
rooms for her in an uptown apartment 
where there would be little danger of her 
being traced, and that if she would live 


| quietly and keep off the streets for a month, 


| thought the thing would blow ‘over and 
she would be free. She was grateful, 
hysterically happy, but remembered in the 
midst of it that she had no monéy. I told 
her to pawn her ring. She took it from 
her finger and gave it to me. 


OU will, 

give me so little. 
not to be fair to you. 
the money here and give it to me as I need 
it and no one can take it from me. Why 
not, when you handle all my affairs?’ 

“Why not!—My God, Harlan, I did it! 
Can you conceive it? A lawyer—one who 
had handled dozens of divorce cases—who 
had read hundreds of sob letters from the 
demi-monde! I fell for her stuff, and for 
six months I paid that woman’s rent reg- 
ularly—not by check, but through an under 
clerk whom I trusted. He was square and 
he would have stood by me, but this spring 
he died. He took to dope, and I’m won- 
dering now why—whether she involved him 
too in something he could not escape? 

“At the end of that six months I stumbled 
accidentally on Sadie Barnet’s back trail, 
and I knew then just what a consummate 
idiot I had been. She had worked the same 
game, not once but twenty times before on 
men just as honorable, just as gullible, and 
just as idiotic as myself. 

“Harlan, I had all the confidence that an 
honorable man has until he finds his honor 
has been stripped. I believed I was equal 
to the situation—that I could easily out- 
maneuver that woman’s small intriguing 
mind. I called her ifito my office; I hahded 
her back all her papers, and her ring, which 
I had never pawned but held as security, 
told what I knew of her, and told her to 
leave town in twenty-four hours. 

“She laughed at me, laughed till the tears 
rolled down her face. She could always 
manage hysterics, whatever the occasion. 
She told me I was in too great haste; that 
she was unable to go, because I had not yet 
secured her shares of stock, and she was 
without funds. I told her she was lying, 
and I told her also that I knew the name 
of every man in town on whom she*had 
worked her hard luck story, and that I had 
sent to each one of them a complete record 
of her operations. That hit her where she 
lived. She turned into a little fury. She 
grabbed up her papers and flung open the 
door of my office, shouting @t the top of 
her voice. 

“‘T'll get you for this, Courtland Reed. 
I'll get you where it will finish you forever. 
Destreying a poor woman’s honor—strip- 
ping her because you are tired of her!’ 

“T don’t know who heard her. I was too 
damnably mad just then to care, and much 
as I hated her, I hated myself far more for 
my own infernal idiocy. I went through 

month of hell, in which she came to my 
office only twice, but each time to annoy 
me, and leaving me always with the dread 
of her return. I should have arrested her, 
but I knew she had letters of mine which 
could be wrongly interpreted, and I didn't 
dare. I bribed her to give them up, but 
there was no price she would accept. She 
had me there. 

“Then I heard that she had left town, and 
I began to breathe again, but a few weeks 


she begged. ‘They will 
They will be afraid 
Then you can keep 


later rumors began floating round that I was 
keeping a woman in another town. Two 
friends of mine told me of them, and one 
of them named a man—a low sort of cur 
who had visited the woman in her apart- 
ments and gained her admission that her 
home was provided by Courtland Reed. 

“She was thorough—cleverer far than I 
had ever dreamed her. She worked like 
that in the dark, mud-smearing my name 
until.last month. Then she came into the 
open and approached my wife, with what 
success you know. Until today I had hoped 
that there might be some way in which 
I could meet with Marion and explain 
myself. She has refused consistently to 
see me since reading those letters and inter- 
viewing Sadie. 

3ut this morning, through her lawyer, 
Marion sent me’ word that she Id file 
suit for divorce on Monday, so alize I 
have been deluding myself withilivain hope. 
I do not blame her. From what that 
devilish little fiend told me of their inter- 
view, Marion could have little choice. I 
would not have believed anything else, 
myself. If anyone ever tells you that an 
ignorant woman may not be diabolically 
wise, don’t believe it. When the devil gets 
hold of them, he inspires them to fiendish 
intelligence. There wasn’t a_ technical 
error in her yarn. She has me beaten— 
throttled and gagged. She even drew the 
admission from me just now as she left 
me You saw her.” 

I nodded, my sympathy too full for 
speech, and we sat for,a little in a silence 
so complete that the rumbling traffic in the 
street below us seemed to rise up and fill the 
room. Then I got to my feet and turned 
toward the window, feeling the necessity 
for movement. As | swung about, I noticed 
with an uncomfortable feeling that thé door 
to the reception room hung ajar, and cursed 
myself for having been careless enough 
not to make sure of its security when I 
drew the latch shut. 

I crossed now to close it, feeling like a 
man who locks his barn after the steed is 
gone; but as I neared it, it swung. wide and 
there before me stood Marion Reed, not 
looking at me, but looking past me at the 
bowed, broken figure of the man behind 
the desk, who had slumped down again 
with his head resting on his clenched hands, 


“C@irtland !” she called unevenly. “Court- 
land !” 

E SPRA to*his feet with a sort of 

choked cf¥, and stared at her as if he 


thought her an apparition. 

“You,” he gasped. “Oh, Marion]” 

She crossed the threshold, closing the 
door behind her and leaning against it as 
ifeshe felt too weak to stand. She paid 
no heed to me, and I could not leave the 
room without obtruding myself too much 
into the moment. My eyes went to Court- 
land Reed’s face and clung there. It was 
like a wonderful instrument revealing the 
thoughts of his mind, and the things I read 
there told me fully of the agony, of the 
fear and the hope that welled within him. 
Not till she spoke again did the hope 
triumph. 

“Courtland, I heard—everything you told 
Mr. Harlan. I believe you.” 

“Oh, my God, my God!” 

He went to pieces like a broken boy, and 
it was sheswho went to him and took him 
in her arms 

I left the room, blunderingly, blinded, 
but I never hope to know another moment 
more exalted than that one, when I drew 
the door shut behind me and made my way 
through the deserted offices. 


| | 


Can a man close his heart to love? Sometimes he 
wants to. Read the story on page 56 of the June issue. 
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The Trespasser 


[Continued from page 77) 


brought the Pennsylvanian into our lives 
would somehow lift him.above the ranks 
of our sworn enemies. 

I suppose it was the fear that something 
might happen to prevent our seeing each 
other again that prompted me to tell 
Richard Drummond about the masked ball 
my brother Hayne was giving at his home 
the next night. What else could it have 
been except the voice of Love pleading 
for a chance against a fate that might be 
heartless? 


ND, you—you really would be glad, 
Miss Ravenard, if I do what you 
suggest—masquerade and go to the ball?” 

“Yes, if you will remember that, like 
Cinderella, you must be gone by, the stroke 
of twelve. For then we will unmask, and 
it would never do for you to be—” I sud- 
denly hesitated over finishing my sentence. 

The boy glanced at me understandingly, 
a look in his eyes that I would have loved 
to kiss away. For it was a look of hurt. 

“I know what you're going to say. I— 
I’ve sort of caught the feeling down here 
against me—against Northerners. , Even 
the negroes at the hotel let me know that— 
that Yankees are not wanted here, I’m 
wondering,-after all, if it would be best 
for me to dare intrude at your brother’s 
ball——” 

“T want you to come,” I interrupted in 
spite of the inner voices that were con- 
demning me for my unfaithfulness and 
treason to Father and the South. 

“Then I will, Miss Ravenard,” he said, 
his brown eyes looking wistfully into mine. 
“And, I—L want to thank you for all of 
this,” he said, making a slow flourish with 
his arms. 

“I do not understand,” 
hoping to. draw him out. 

“It was kind of you to let me come 
today. Of cou®se—I—know one does not 
rush into Charleston homes as we do in 
Pennsylvania. Perhaps my eagerness to 
see your father may be accepted as an 
excuse for ny presumption.” His voice 
was lower than I expected it could be. 

“I came,” he went on, “to give back two 
things that should have been returned 
long ago. But until now there has been 
no way—” he arose abruptly, his voice 
faltering at the same time. Restlessness 
appeared suddenly to possess him. He bent 
over the bush of snow-petaled roses that 
half-hid us from the house. His restless- 
ness became contagious, 

“From my window I saw you start to 
take a rose. Will you wear one if—if I 
give it to you?” 

I found an answer in his brown eyes, 
and in the half-gesture of his hand toward 


murmured, 


me. 

I twisted the most perfect of all my 
white roses from its stem. In the giving 
of it to him, our fingers grazed. It was 
a touch that seemed the all of everything— 
and, yet, not half enough. , 

I swayed ever so little away then toward 
him, ichard Drummond steadied me 
gently, and I remember deliberately press- 
ing against him as his fingers touched 
my arms. For a beautiful moment there 
was only a gossamer veil of dusk hgtween 
us, and he was saying something that 
reached me only incoherently. But that 
did not matter. It was enough to have 
his voice echoing deep down in my con- 
sciousness; to feel my heart turning ten- 


der; to want his hands to remain against 
my arms. 

“Elaine.” 

The sudden call was like a shattering 
blow. I hurried toward the lower piazza, 
followed 
door open 


Richard Drummond, The 
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NOW! 


. You. Don’t Have 
To Be FAT 


You Can Lose 5 to 15 
Pounds in Two Weeks 


The New Fat Reducer—No Dieting— 
No Exercising—Safe—Sure—Reliable 


Be Attractive! 


You don't to be fat and unattractive. Excess 
kills romance—destroys matrimoniaF chances. O. 

Cc. T. is the 
will make you lose from 5 to 15 pounds in two weeks— 
make you slender and attragtive once more. Don't be 
fat! Get thin! 


No Exercise—No Dieting 


You don’t have to bréak your back with exercise nor 
endure miserable days of starvation. You can eat what 
you please and do as you like. O. B. C. T. will make 
you thin without the slightest effort on your part. 


We have thousands of letters from men and women 
once fat and unsightly, but now slender, normal 
and happy through taking O. T. 


Why You Are Fat 


An accumulation of too much stareh and sugar in the 
body together with a nonactiye Panereas is the principal 
cause of too much fat. The Pancreatic juice and the bile 
from the liver, under normal conditions, convert starches 
and sugar into glucose and it is then absorbed through 
the intestinal walls. But when the Pancreas becomes in- 
—_ and does not do its work properly, excess fat re- 
ts. ° 


What O. B. C. T. Does to Fat 


O. B. C. T. is a simple and harmless remedy. It stimu- 
lates the wim > roper action and melts away the 
fat. O. B. C. based on a scientific principle of 
chemistry. It on the excess fat globules, 
dissolves them, and the unsightly fat gives way to a 
normal condition. 


The New, Safe and Sure Way 
to Reduce 


Me Possible harm can come from the use of O. B. 
T. Onsthe contrary, every good will result. Thou- 
cond of tegtimonials in our laboratories from men and 
women who have reduced with O. B. C . are convinc- 
ing proof of its harmiessness and effectiveness. 
O. B. C. T. is not only a safe fat reducing remedy, but 
it is a scientific one and the result of long and patient 
ears of research on the part of medical men 
t is easy to injure your health permanenily by strenu- 
ous exertise or by denying yourself food that your body 
actually requires. O. B. C. T. does a@Way with all un- 
leasantness in reducing and is absolutely safe and sure. 
You can positively depend on oe the amount you 
wish when you begin to take O. B. <u 


best friend a fat person ever found! tt weeks. We 


FREE TRIAL TREATMENT 


0. B. C. T. prescription will positively re- 
duce your weight from 5 to 15 pounds in two 
are so positive of this, that we 
will send you a two weeks’ trial treatment 
absolutely free, on the following condition : 

When the parcel arrives pay the postman 
$1.50—nothing more. If after taking the 
entire two weeks’ treament you do not,lose 
at least five pounds, simply write us that you 
are not satisfied and we will refund your 
money. Surely, no offer could be more liberal. 
Nothing else could possibly prove that we 
have confidence in O. B, C. T.—that it will 
reduce your weight just as it has done afd is 
doing for thousands of others. Don't pass up 
this opportunity .to look younger—be more 
attractive and enjoy more activity. Fill in 
coupon and mail it today. 


Notice : 


Until all drug stores have been supplied, we are 
sending O. B. C. T. (Obesity) direct. Send the coupon. 


O. B. C. T. Laboratory 
4016 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 42, Chicago, Ill. 


oO. B. C. T. Laboratory, 

4016 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 42, Chicago, Ill. 

Please send me your special two weeks’ free trial 
treatment of O. B. C. T. Upon receipt of the pack- 
age I will pay the postman $1.50. This order is 
sent you with the understanding that if I do not lose 
at least 5 pounds after taking the two weeks’ treat- 
ment, my money will be refunded to me 

Note: If more convenient, you may enclose $1.50 
with the coupon. 
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Address 


OU CAN OIL PAINT 
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earn.after firstlesson. OIL PAINT photos at home 
portraits, landscapes or art subjects. Earn $18 | 
to $100 and more a week. FREE OIL PAINT 
OUTFIT. Soutpates furnished employment. Send 
now for free illustrated boo 

PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC. 


Dept. C-S, 2731 No. Clark Street, Chicago, Ill. 

THE RAINBOW CLUB HELPS BUSY 

GIRLS AND WOMEN TO ADD REAL’ 
MONEY TO THEIR INCOMES. 


Fill in and mall coupon for details. 


Dept. RCS-M526 Rainbow Housekeeping, 
119 West 40th St., New York, 


Please tell me how to make some a in spare time. 
Street... 


CONTROL OF BUSINESS 


| Accountants command big income. 
| ‘Thousandsneeded. About 6,000 Cer- 
tified Public Accountants in U.S. 
Many earn $5,000 to $20,000. We 
train you thoroly at home in your 
spare time for C. P. A. examina- 
tions or executive accounting 
positions. Previous bookkeep- 
ing knowledge unnecessary— 
we prepare you f. rom ground 


up. Our training is a ook 
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FREE 
GOWN CREATING 
LESSONS 


Every woman can design and ,make her 
own gowns at one-third the shop prices, if 
she wishes. Over 21,000 women, in every 


= of thé world 
‘found that in 
a few weeks’ time 


studying at their own 
home, evenings and 
during time they 
would otherwise 
waste, thev can easily 
become expert at De- 
-signing and Creating 
dresses for them- 
selves, their children, 
and their friends. 
They find that they 
save the entire cost 
of the course on the 
first garment they 
design and make. 


Work Fascinating 


The lessons are so 
fascinating and so 
simple that girls 15 
years and over easily 
learn them, and in 
fact no girl should be 
allowed to grow up 


PARIS DANCE FROCK 
y full circular 
skirt is attached to 
the fitted bodice at 

the natural waist-line 

Huge velvet flowers 
are appliqued to the 
full skirt. May be de- 
veloped in satin chif- 
fon or velvet 


Satin... . $16.40 into womanhood un- 
Velvet 1.00 less she is thoroughly 
Findings 70 
Your Cost 19.10 equipped with the 


Your Saving $45.90 knowledge contained 
in this course. Wom- 
en who have had no 
previous experience whatever at sewing can 

easily and quickly learn to design and make 
ome through this course, often getting 
positions with large houses at big pay. You 
can give as much or as little time to work 
as you like. 


Open a Dress “ Shoppe” 


Many former students have 
Parlors in their own homes, or elsewhere, and because 
of their special training have quickly built up a most 
desirable clientéle Dress and Costume 
and Making is probably the best paying vocation 
now open to women and girls 


* Spare Time Work 


Many, including women who attend to their family 


household duties, are doing work for their friends, 
during spare times, and have in this way increased 
their income from $35 to $80 a month. Many are 


now employed in good shops at excellent salaries. 


Learn at Your Own Home 


You can take up this fascinating work at your own 
home by mail, giving only your spare time to the 
It is most interesting, as you design and create 


work 
one garment after another, as you proceed through 
the course Students usually find the lessons so 
interesting that they give much more time to them 


than they had anticipated, passing up amusements 
and entertainments for the lessons 


Write for Free Sample Lessons 


We want you to know just what these lessons are 
like. Send your name on the attached coupon. A 
very interesting book containing free sample lessons 
will then be sent you, by return mail. You will be 
under no expense or no obligation. You OWE IT TO 
YOURSELF AND YOUR FAMILY to get these 
sample Mail the coupon NOW. You may 
forget it as you turn to the next page 


lessons 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, 

Dept. P 635, Rocheste?, N. Y. 

Kindly rush to me free sample lessons as checked 
Also show me how I can easily learn in a few weeks to 
design and create original dresses and costumes or hats 
gt about one-third the usual selling price 

Gown and Costume Designing and Creating. 
Millinery 


Name 


Address 


Valuable coupon. If not interested, hand to a friend. 


opened exclusive Dress | 


Designing 


Father crossed the threshold; slim 
shoulders held high; his proud, fine old 
face, prouder and more finely drawn, in 
the presence of the enemy. His thoughts 
were running back through twenty-odd 
years. He was remembering what he 
would never forget—a blue-coated army 


country; burning his fields ; 
I turned away from the 
realizing I 


crushing his 
breaking his heart 
frozen look in Father's eyes, 
had betrayed him. 

“LT am Major Ravenard. 
see me, suh,” he demanded 

Richard Drummond did not answer im-* 
mediately. Most likely Father's hostility 
non-plussed him. Only when the silence 
became unbearable did he speak. But his 
voice was not uncertain, as | had expected 


You wished to 


it would be. Instead, there was a ring 
in it that thrilled me; a ring which an- 
nounced his recognition of Father's an- 


tagonism, and his own intention to ig- 
nore it. 

“Yes, sir. IT am Richard Drummond 
from Pennsylvania, and | have come to 
return some arty of yours—— 

“Property? 1 do not understand, 
cut in Father. 

“Perhaps it would be 
fnade my explanations to you alone... 

I turned at these words and faced the 
two men. They were standing a, few feet 
apart. Before Father could reply I curt- 
sied, and swept indoors, immediately re- 
pairing to my balcony. The night shadows 
gathered as I waited for some indication 
of what was taking place downstairs .. . 

Charleston had become a place of quaint 
shapes silhouetted against a starry sky 
when Father's voice I heard, strained and 
hard from the street door: 

“Send me the sword and the watch from 
your hotel tomorrow by messenger, suh 
I repeat that I can only accept them as a 
gentleman accepts returned stolen goods. 
The sword of an officer afid his watch are 
always personal property. To remove 
them from a helpless wounded officer as 
mine were taken at Antietam, was theft, 
suh——” 


suh,” 


better, sir, if I 


” 


HE closing of the door sharply... 

the gasp that broke from Richard 
Drummond's lips in the stfeet below 
snapped something inside me. I wanted to 
rush to the iron railing and call down to 
him. But chains shackled me to the stone 
flooring. The hands of invisible Ravenards 
seemed to throttle my throat, choking all 
chance of outcry. 

Through the deepening night spaces, I 
saw him turn and face me. -He swept off 
his hat. For one fleeting instant I glimpsed 
that hurt look in his eyes, then the night 
shadows veiled them. My hands yearned 
to reach out and draw him back. But I 
only stood there like a statue as he bowed 
himself into the enshrouding dark. 

Father sat through dinner like a stone 
man, save for the uncontrollable twitching 
of his drawn lips and the white fire blaz- 
ing in his eyes. .This was the worst of 
signs with him, and so 1 waited fearfully 
for the storm to break. 

It broke as Uncle 


Jacob served the 


dessert. Father suddenly got up from the 
table, wavering in the flickering candle 
glow, an old man in the grip of a con- 
quering rage. His lips moved, contorting 
his face. He tore at his formal clothes 
as if they were caging the fury burning 
inside of him. 


“Damn it!—the very dastard’s son... 
And you, Elaine,” he cried, the® white 
anger of his eyes blazing at me, “to sit 
and talk with the offspring of such a 
battlefield ghoul——” 

“Father!” I begged, throwing my arms 
around him in alarm. “What do, you 
mean?” 

My words had 
him, or else it was 
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some magic effect on 
the reaction of his 


outburst, because he suddenly became 
calm. Indicating my chair, he bade me 
be seated again. 

“Elaine,” he 
trifle shrill and high, 
of the wound that nearly 


began, his voice still a 
“you know the story 
finished me at 


Antietam. You know how I met that 
Yankee captain outside the Yankee 
trench?” 

“Yes, Father,” I murmured, grasping 


his gesturing haftds. I did not want him 
to enact that terrible scene all over again. 

“This fellow, Richard Drummond, is 
that same Yankee captain's son. Mind you, 
girl, 1 never held it against him for al- 
most shooting me to death. Killing men 
was our business then. It was what fol- 
lowed that damned him more than any 
other Yankee in my heart; it was his 
ugly act that made me never want to 
know his kind except as enemies—that 
made me never forgive and forget. That 
Yankee, Dtummond, fought over me with 
one of his common soldiers, for my sword, 
and my watch that held a picture of your 
mother, and a lock of her golden hair. I 
lost consciousness just as the Captain 
claimed those things as spoils. Today, 
twenty years later, his Yankee son offers 
to return them, stung by a conscience 
that haunts men who desecrate the field 
of honor.” 

“But, Father, isn’t it sqmething ” in the 
son's favor that he came to ,give them 
back?” I asked, hoping against hope. 
“Didn't he offer some excuse for having 
kept them so long? Didn't he apologize?” 

“Excuse! Apologize! My God, Elaine! 
What are excuses and apologies on the 
tongue of such a man’s son? I didn't 
ask for any such things from him. I 
showed him the door, telling him he could 
return them by messenger in the morning 
—telling him that I would accept them 
only as a gentleman accepts his returned, 
stolen property 

“Oh, Father!” I cried. 

“You—you dare to side with him?” he 
demanded, roughly grasping me with his 
hands for the first time in his life. 

My answer was to lean against him and 


cry into his agitated shoulder—the one 
that ‘had taken a Yankee ullet from 
Richard Drummond's father. that 
heart-breaking moment, all that had 


seemed so beautiful in the gardtn a short 
time ago became something ugly and re- 
pulsive. The promise of an enchanted 
moment died in my heart, leaving only 
bitter despair there. 


* COURSE not, Father,” I answered, 

lifting my eyes to meet his. No 
longer was there any tenderness in my 
heart for the Yankee. I was my father’s 
daughter, and because for a moment I had 
chosen to forget this in the garden, I now 
sided with Father more vindictively than 
ever before. Richard Drummond was the 
enemy to whom no Ravenard coulfl show 
quarter !« 

It was a long time before Father calmed 
down sufficiently to retire to his room. 
When I was syre that he was asleep, I 
went into the fibrary and wrote Richard 
Drummond not to’come, under any cir- 
cumstances, to my brother’s masquerade 
party. Long after dispatching Aleck, one 
of the house boys, with the note, I sat 
on my, balcony and watched the mystery 
of summer night glamorize the moonlit 
waters of Charleston Harbor, and the 
proud old ‘houses that gleamed like ala- 
baster in the flood of silver. 

* * * & 


All the glamor of a long-ago that we 
Southerners spoke of as the Great Period 
invested the gay scenes at my brother’s 

masque ball the next night. For the fair- 
est of our fair, and the most gallant of 
cur country round were gathered in the 
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bleaches the s 

as it removes the 
hair. And leaves no 
trace of after-odor 


Remove hair 
with cool cream: 
—a method you will enjoy 


To well-groomed women everywhere, 
this new cream, called Pryde, is most truly 
welcome. It is so distinctly feminine 
Harmless to the most sensitive skin. And 
as easy to use as powdering your nose. 


Removes hair with amazing ease 


Pryde Cream combines amazing efficiency 
with delightful ease of use. There is no 
mixiag or messing. And nothing to melt. 

Lik@a cold cream, you merely press it from 
the tube and cover the hair to be removed. 
Then, after a few minutes, with ordinary 
water, simply rinse the hair away. The 
skin is left cool, whitened, free from odor, 
and as smooth as satin. 


Authorities now urge its use 


Pryde is so much superior to old methods, 
authorities now urge its use. The masculine razor, 
as is well known, does cause coarser growth. Pryde 
does not. On the contrary its formula and principle 
is not only to remove the hair, but also to act upon 
the root, so as to deaden it; which is the genile, 
natural way now advised by the best authorities. 

With Pryde Cream, the underarms, both arms 
and the limbs may be entirely freed from hair in 
one quick, complete operation, that is pleasant and 
surprisingly inexpensive. A large Tube of Pryde, 
enough for several times, is only 50c. 


Where to obtain Pryde 
satisfaction guaranteed 


Druggists, Department Stores and the better 
known beauty parlors can supply you Pryde. But 
if you do not obtain it readily, send at once direct 
to the Laboratory; 50c, coin, postage or money 
order will bring you a tube in plain wrapper by 
return mail, together with a complimentary copy 
of “What Every Woman Should Know.” Address 
Pryde Pharmacal Co., 904 Broadway, Hannibal, 


“Prettiness, said a famous beau, does 
Gttract attention, but daintiness is the 
Seminine charm that holds it.” 


JDEBAKE 
Insured Watc 


The balance in easy monthly pay- 
ments. The famous Studebaker 
21 Jewel Watch—Insured for a lifetime; 8 ad- 
justments, | Rent, cold, isoc! 
and 5 positions—choice o 
new Art Beauty Cases. Direct WRITE 
from the factory at lowest Send today for 


i derful 
prices. You saveat least 50%. 


limited 
Chain FREE! !imited Advance Watch 
offering a beautiful Chain FREE! and our 
Write today while offer lasts 


STUDEBAKER WATCH CO., Dept. X-159 South Bend, Indiana 
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontarie 


costumes of a romantic past. 
ladies from the Colonies; gentlemen in 
powdered wigs; not a few visiting lords 
and ladies; a sparse number of young 
gallants in the picturesque trapings of 
medieval knighthood; and, many men and 
women who, like myself, wore the dress 
of Carolina’s own chivalric era that flow- 
ered before the §ugle call of ’61. 

It was while waltzing to the dreamy 
strain of a minuet that my heart stood 
still at the touch of a tall, silver-masked 
man in the blue and gold of an English 
knight. His fingers, lying lightly against 
my bare arm, and the inescapable brush of 
his silken shoulder against mine made me 
know that he was Richard Drummond. 
Even in the anger of my discovery, 
knew no other man’s touch could have 
had such an effect upon me. 

“Meet me on the balcony after this 
dance,” I whispered icily, curtsying to a 
new waltz partner. The masked dancers 
seemed to whirl and spin around me as 
Richard Drummond’s_ graceful figure 
glided through the crowd of merry-makers. 
Through the peep-holes of my mask, I 
followed his every movement with eyes 
that one moment blazed with anger, and 
the. next burned with’a yearning | could 
not master. But, in my heart, there was 
nothing but a stark decision. He must 
go at once, and never dare cross a 
door again! 


WAS waiting for him on the moon- 

whitened balcony when the bells began 
chiming in Saint Michael’s where Charles- 
tonian aristocracy had ‘worshipped long 
before America thrilled to the tattoo of 
inspired sticks against Revolutionary 
drums. As their silver pealing drifted 
through the evening a tremor of pride 
swept over me, lending me strength for 
the ordeal at hand.* 

It was as if I heard something glori- 
ously brave; something solemnly proud; 
an undertone of immortality in those bells 
that were ringing out the hour of eleven 
something that made me know they were 
the unchanging voice of a city that had 
been finished long ago—a city I under- 
stood and loved, and would never again 
betray. 

The spell that Saint Michael’s bells cast 
did not die as the knight joined me and 
we strolled through my brother’s garden. 
But, as we gazed at the shimmering Har- 
bor, where old Sumpter seemed mysteri- 
cusly silhouetted against the shadows, 
drifting in like purple sails from the open 
sea, he took my hands, and then I seemed 
to hear a beautiful song instead of the 
chiming bells. 

We faced each other in a transient 
shadow. Perhaps you will not understand 
why I let his lips claim mine for a second 
that I wished might have been Eternity. 
My only answer is that sometimes a woman 
does what she wants to do, even though 
it be forbidden! 

But, my reaction was swift Baa storm- 
like; I drew back as if I had suddenly 
touched poison. My hand flashed through 
the night and struck Richard Drummond 
full across his masked face. 

“You—you—Yankee cad! To dare 
come here after my note, and to dare in- 
sult me this way...” I grated, my 
frenzy making me forget that I had de- 
liberately allowed him to kiss me. 

He stood like a frozen person in the 
moonlight, except for the fact that his 
wide shoulders drooped suddenly, and his 
refined lips began to twitch. .It was a 
sure sign that I had hurt him... cut 
him. A gloating sensation surged through 
me as I turned upon him again: 

“Now, go—and never come near me 
again,” I flung at him. 

For just one bare moment I thought 
he was going to answer me. His lips 
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“Bob! We Can’t Go 
On Like This” 


“You haven’t had a decent raise in years 
and we seem to be getting deeper and deeper 
into debt every month. It worries me to see 
you standing still this way. I don’t know 
what we'd do if you ever lost your position. 


“Why don’t you take up one of those 
I, C. S. courses? I know you are as smart 
as Tom Robinson, and look what he has 
done. Only today Mrs. Robinson was tell- 
ing me how Tom has had two increases 
since he began studying at home Just think 
what that would mean to us! 


“If he can do it, Bob, you can do it. I 
know you can! If the International Corre- 
spontience Schools can help to raise his sal- 
ary, I know they can help to raise yours too, 

“Come on, Bob! Let’s send in the coupon 
today and begin to get out of this old rut. 

‘I’m sure the firm would think more of 
you if they knew you were studying at home 


to really prepare for a better position.” 
Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet — 
“INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
257-E, Scranton, Penna. 
Oldest? and correspondence schools im the world 
Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
(Business Management )Salesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
() Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
(j Business Law Stenography and Typing 
Banking and Banking Law Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.)L) Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accodnting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish French Illustrating 
TECHNICAL A INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Architect 


Electrical Enginee 
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SoftHands 


A premier charm 


By Edna Wallace Hopper. 


Hands are conspicuous. Keep them ever soft 
and youthful, else they'll reduce your charms. 

In my stage work I must wash in many sorts 
of water and many times a day.. Yet my hands 
are as fair as my face 

he reason lies ina lotion made especially for 
me. It is made to combine the best helps science 
knows. I use it after every washing, then at 
night. It leaves no residue, no grease. Despite 
all water, wind and sun, my hand-skin looks like 


babe-skin. 
I call this my Youth Hand Lotion. All toilet 
counters now supply it in my name. And I 


gladly send a sample tube to anyone who asks. 

Try it—you will be delighted. 1 have never 
found anything else that compares. Let me show 
you how beautiful hands may be kept, however 
you may use them. The coupon will bring you a 
sample tube and my Beauty Book. Clip it now. 


Trial Tube Free ™5S 


Edna Wallace Hopper, 
536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago. 
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ing plan starts av men and 
women on the hi 


ind 
ence. Check and mail the coupon 


.The Wortd’s Business Training Institution 
550-R i 


Promotion in One.’ 
how the salary-doubi 


without obligation. 

O Modern Salesmanship 
Higher Accountancy 
Traffic Management 
ORailway Station 

Management 


n Fo 
and Production Methods 
OlLaw—Degree of LL.B. OPersonne!l and Employ- 
ment Masagement 


OCommercial Law 
OExpert Bookkeeping 
= OBusiness English 
OBanking and Finance OCommercial 
OModern Business Corre- © Effective Speaking 
spondence and Practice OC. P. A. Coaching 


[mate an inaudible sound, then he strode 
|away toward the brilliantly lighted man- 
|sion’ from which issued the strains of 
|} dance music. 

I followed, gripped by nervous hysteria. 
| Just as I reached. the ‘steps, I drew back 
hurriedly into the-shadow of a piazza 
|piliar. My. father and, brother - were 
standing on the threshold of the wide 
| doors, awaiting the approach of Richard 
| Drummond in his‘ blue and gold knight's 
masquerade. _A_ sense- of something. im- 
pending: gripped: me, and pulled me back 
into the shadows like hands. -I struggled 
against this force long- enough to see ‘my 
brother make jerking’ gesture ‘at. the 
Yankee’s mask. Then, with a muffled cry 
breaking from my own lips, I turned: and 
fled through the garden toward a_ back 
gate, pursued by the unmistakable echo of 
commotion in my brother’s house. 

Once in my own room, I undressed, 
and put out the lights to wait for what- 
ever drama the next hour would enfold. 
I was certain that the discovery of the 
Yankee would bring the ball to a swift 
and unpleasant denouement, and that 
Father would soon be home. had de- 
cided: to explain my departure -by saying 
I saw the beginning df the trouble, :and 
left to avoid.the unpleasantness which was 
hound to follow. 

About a half hour after my arrival, I 
heard Father, Hayne, and other men in 
the street. They came directly mto the 
house; they talked in very high and excited 
voices. Father talked loudest of all, and 
occasionally he banged a table or the wall 
with his fist. It was not long before | 
learned what was on foot. 

Hayne and Richard Drummond were 
going to fight a duel in the morning at six 
o'clock in Betterman’s Field; Hayne had 
demanded it after finding Drummond in 
his home—a trespasser! 

I shuddered with fear at the idea—not 
because there was much danger of Hayne’s 
being injured in the affair. He was one 
of the best pistol shots in Carolina. My 
fear sprang from the knowledge that 
Hayne had come very near to grief from 
the Yankee authorities as a result of his 
last duel with a man from Massachusetts. 
Duelling had come to be a serious offense 
in our state since the war, and I knew 
if Hayne were implicated in another af- 
fair it might go hard with him. 

The men drank whiskey and talked 
until a late hour. It was Hayne who 
broke up the crowd, saying with a slight 
laugh that he must snatch a little sleep or 
his aim might be poor: 


OU can’t miss him, boy,” cried Father, 

his voice reaching me. “Remem- 
ber, it was his Yankee father that shot 
me down at Antietam, then robbed me 
like a ghoul.” 

“Don’t worry, Major,” replied Anthony 
Sylvester, an old family friend. “Hayne’ll 
shoot thaf@fellow down, blindfolded.” 

It was excitement I suppose that made 
Father forget to knock at my door and 
say “good-night.” However, I was rather 
relieved in not having to face him in my 
condition. My nerves had gone back on 
me for the first time in my life. 

Later, when I tried to sleep, I realized 
that’sometimes it is Love’s way to give 
woman one moment more exalted than all 
of Life put together, and then to smash 
this moment. into unpieceable fragments. 
Mine, I told myself, had been given in 
an amber dusk that had lifted me almost 
above and beyond earth, making my body 
yearn with sweet pain, investing my soul 
with a deathless dream. It would never 
come again except in my memories, which 
would always be most poignant—as 
Father’s were—in the dusk. 

“Dear God,” I prayed,. “although I 
must hate him, tell me how to keep Hayne 
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from shadowing us with our enemy’s 
blood. I could never forgive myself, or 
forget him, if he comes to harm from 
Hayne now 

And it seemed that God from his blue 
courtyards above old Charleston answered 
that I must go to Betterman’s Field in 
the morning, and prevent my brother from 
committing what the law would look upon 
as marder—because Hayne Ravenard shot 
to kill! 


HE grey wraith of departing night ap- 
peared to be lingering along the road 
over which I galloped my horse to Bet- 
terman’s Field, as if loath to retreat be- 
arc the rising sun. This was in my 
avor, because the duel would have to wait 
on clear daylight, and inasmuch as I had 
had. to wait for Father. and the others to 
leave, there was danger of my arriving 
too late. 

As the greyness gave way to golden 
sunshine, I spurred Sargeant to his pace. 
He was foam-flecked when I swung into 
a fringe of woods that screened Better- 
man’s from the public-road. Tying Sar- 
geant to a tree limb, | made my way 
through the bramble,-my heart thumping 
atthe voices inthe clearing .. . 
Suddenly silence descended upon the 
woods and fields’ Then with my breath 
sticking in my throat, I heard a man 
counting. 

Almost- as the word “three” sotifided 
through the air, I came to the clearing, a 
wail sounding hoarsely from my work- 
ing lips. But—it was too late. Hayne 
and the Yankee had turned at fifty paces, 
and were facirig each other for the first 
fire. 

Strangely enough, my eyes focused 
without a second’s hesitation upon Richard 
Drummond. I saw him whisk his weapon 
upward, and fire high above his head , 
Then, just as the smoke from his pistol 
thickened like white steam in the morning 
air, he plunged headlong into the damp 
grass. 

An exclamation went up from the 
throats of men. Somehow, their voices 
freed my limbs and*tongue. With a cry, 
I ran forward toward the ring that had 
gathered around the stricken Yankee. 
Father turned and saw me, his face white 
and drawn, his eyes flashing. & 

“Elaine!” he ejaculated. 

I would have brushed past him, but he 
caught me in a grip of strength I did not 
believe until then he possessed. “Hayne’s 
fixed the Yankee. Come, we'll be going 
home.” Then—“How’d you know about 
this?” he demanded. 

“Father, is he—is he badly wounded?’ 

I asked, ignoring his question, for once 
more my heart was true to itself, and the 
Yankee did not seem an enemy. How 
could he, after I’d seen him refuse to 
shoot at my brother? 

“He got it just where his father got 
me—in the shoulder. And the ball’s 
ploughed deep- 

“I’m going to him—— 

“Elaine,” shouted Father, 
as Hayne came up. 

“He didn’t even try to hit you, Hayne,” 
I began, he cut me short. 

“I know, but I found it out too late, 
Sis. I’m going to see that he gets a 
doctor, quick.” 

“Come home with me, Elaine,” com- 
manded Father, tugging at me, while a 
strange light played in his eyes. If it 
had not been for that light I would have 
refused and gone to Richard Drumn 
in his suffering. But, something told 
that the light in his eyes meant danger. 
I was afraid he might have lost his reason 
if I dared cross him. 

About noon of that day, two officers 
came to our house looking for Hayne. 
They charged him with having planned 
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No More Dull, Faded 
Blonde Hair! 


Dull, streaky or darkened blonde hair can now 
be restored to its natural charming beauty. This 
is thru a marvelous new light hair shampoo, 
called Blondex, which brings back the original 
golden loveliness to darkened light hair in a 
natural, gradual way. Keeps already beautiful 
blonde hair from darkening. Makes hair soft, silky 
and gleamingly lustrous. Blondex is not a dye. Con- 
tains no injurious chemicals. Over half a million 
users. Highly beneficial to hair and scalp. Fine 
for children’s hair. Absolute satisfaction guar- 
anteed or money gladly refunded. Get Blondex 
at all good drug and department stores, 


BLONDEX 


Th e Blonde Hair Shampoo 
Peel Off Y our Skin 


Rif you don't like it, and have a beautiful new skin. 


Youth-Ami Liquid Skin Peel 


A Scientific Discovery, harmlessly and painlessly 
peels off the old skin and removes surface blemishes; pom dis- 
coloration, sunburn, bisckheads, whiteheads, pores, 
pimples, freckles, a cream but a tres from 
acids and mercury. Magic of a New Skin’’ sent 
free in sealed envelope. 


Ami Laboratories, Dept. 2A. 20th St, New York 


Gray Hair 


in 15 Minutes 


WITH invariable success hundreds of thousands of 
American women are regaining the youthful glory of 
their hair by using INECTO RAPID NOTOX. And 
the success of these is guiding thousands more to use 
this, the one tint that is perfectly natural and per- 
fectly safe; strictly scientific, conforming with the 
most exacting laboratory standards. 

It is speci to impart to gray, streaked 
or faded Mhir all its former harmonious beauty of 
lustre, of silkon texture and shade. Its use cannot be 
detected. It is guaranteed permanent; its color with- 
stands any condition or treatment that Nature's will 
—brushing, rubbing, shampooing, sunshine, salt 
water, perspiration, Turkish baths, permanent wav- 
ing, marceling and curling. It issafe; it cannot injure 
texture or growth; it contains no paraphenylene 
diamine. The ease of application enables anyone to 
apply it in the privacy of her own home. 

about your hair, Je 


Uf you are concerned anne Kuere, 
coloring manufacturers in the world, is 
considential advice on pert problem. 


Send No Money 
Merely fill out the coupon below 


‘ready to 
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and fought a duel, and placed him under | 


arrest. 
“You can’t prove such a charge,” he 
flung in their faces. 
“Yes, we can,” answered one of the 


officers. “We'll get the man you shot as 
| a witness. He'll prove all we need to 
| prove.” 

| Hayne turned white. Father's hands 


began to tremble helplessly. 

‘Come along with us, Ravenard,” they 
flanking my “brother. saw 
him march out of the door between them 
| “They’ve got my boy this time. That 
damned Yankee'll convict him, sure as 
hell,” said Father, his eyes glancing past 
me to my mother’s portrait. 

But, they couldn’t prove the allegations 
‘against Hayne, because they could not find 
Richard Drummond, the Yankee. Wounded 
as he was, he mysteriously disappeared 
from Charleston that very day, and my 
brother was freed. He came to us in 
the dusk of that same evening as Father 
and I stood upon the balcony in the silence 
of our own dreams— Father's, of the Past 
that was so dear to him; mine, of a Future 
that I feared would always be filled with 
yearning for what might have been. 

Almost a year of amber dusks had come 
Wantl gone in old Charleston. And _ yet, 
they had all seemed as one long vigil 
... one endless hour of vain yearning. 
For I had never ceased to know the heart- 
break of my hopeless love; had never 
ceased trying to re-live the one exalted 
moment of my life in the gloaming of 
each new day that made my want of 
Richard Drummond more poignant. 

I had seen my father fade in the pass- 
ing of all this barren time; had seen the 
lustre fade from my eyes. These were 
truly the only signs that marked the flight 
of days for me. The pain in my breast 
was unending. It could not tell me of 
passing hours. 

And, now, another summer dusk! 

Again the bells of Saint Michael were 
like silver voices ringing through the 
golden air. Again I was standing on my 
balcony, visioning a man in our garden— 
a man who once upon a time had made 
me believe forever im a dream. Always in 
my visions, he would walk to the rosebush, 
pause, and lift his brown eyes up to my 
balcony. 


F THIS hour about which I now write 

I can only say it seemed eternitigs be- 

fore I realized that my vision was 4a real- 

ity; before I k that Richard Drum- 

mond was really gazing up at me from my 
garden. 

Perhaps you will understand better if 
I say that in all the years that have passed, 
[ have never lost the exquisite glory of 
that moment, when between kisses he told 
why he had come back to claim me in the 
amber dusk. 

“IT hid, and then got away when I 
learned they wanted me to testify against 
Hayne. It was your brother who located 
me at last. His wish and—your father’s 
was that I come back. We are friends, 
now, Elaine, with no shadows of the Past 
between us. They know about my own 
father—that he was only trying to stop 
that soldier from robbing#@he Major; that 
he, too, was dangerously wounded while 
both sword and watch Were ig his posses- 
sion; that there was no to return 
them until we had traced their ownership 
through long years——” 

“Richard, lift me up that I may kiss 
you as I’ve longed to do through all the 
days since you first came into our 
garden——” 

I must tell you first that I never got 
your note about han ball until too late, 
Elai 

“Please, lift me up, Richard,” I begged 
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HARLESTONS 
Fox Trots and Songs 
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New Improved 
Recordings 


Here are the very latest Broadway Hits—in- 
cluding the newest Charlestons, Fox Trots and 
Songs. New Improved Recordings. SIXTEEN 
selections--8 Double Face full size 10-INCH 
records—all for only $2.98. Brand new records 
——not damaged! $6 Value. With each set we 
will include complete illustrated Charleston 
Dance Instructions prepared especially for us by 
Oscar Duryea President, of the American 
National Association Masters of Dancing. 


Here They Are—All Big Hits 
Always — Irving Berlin's Down by the “Winegar 
latest hit Woiks” 
My That’s Nobody’s Business 
one Vasaboads Smile a Little Bit 
(from Broadway Charleston 
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Baby Loves Me 
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Time Gal 
Save it For a Rainy Day 


Send No Money 


Never before has there been such a money- 
saving bargain in latest HITS. How can it be 
done? By manufacturing.in SETS ONLY and 
selling DIRECT TO PHONOGRAPH OWNERS. 
Each customer, therefore, saves the usual 50 per 
cent allowed to dealers and jobbers. 
Let us send you this complete set of SIXTEEN 
selections for 10 days’ trial. Just mail the coupon 
or a letter. When the package arrives, give the 
postman $2.98 plus the small delivery charges, 
then TRY THE RECORDS. If you are not com - 
pletely satisfied, SEND THE SET BACK ‘and 
every penny you have paid will be refunded AT 
NCE. If you act promptly complete illustrated 
instructions for dancing the Charleston will be 
included with your set free. 
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It’s Easy to Own a Genuine Diamond Ring 
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> liant blue white Dia- 
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* quality. Order today 
* and get your ring at 
once. Pay 10°, down—we ship 
goods immediately. Balance 
weekly, semi-monthly, or 

monthly as convenient. 
Big Diamond Book FREE! 

Write for It Today! 


DEAFNESS IS MISERY 
GOOD HEARING A 


Millions of people know that, but Multicudes of 
persons with detective hearing and Head Noises 
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h are Tiny Megaphones 
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guaranteesatisfaction. Youtakenorisk.Order NOW! 
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guarantee protects you, Order Today! De w 
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[Continued from page 51] 


the Queen Charlotte from engine room 
to hurricane deck. Every time Paul’s 
dark eyes met mine, every time he touched 
my arm, I felt my heart answer with an 
expectant throb. I remember that we 
were standing in the bow, lazily watch- 
ing the white banks of foam curl away 
from the ship’s sides, when the steward 
came through calling luncheon. Paul 
turned away from the rail and, with a 
questioning glance which included us all, 
asked: 
“How 
lunch ?” 
“An appetizer?” I asked stupidly. 
“Yes,” he smiled. “I have a bit of the 
stuff that cheers in my cabin. Won't 
you all join me? Drinking alone is such 
solitary business. 
Jean and I exchanged glances. Her 
face was puzzled; she was evidently wait- 
ing for me to decide. My first instinct 
was to refuse. Adventure was all very 
well, but I had not counted on drinking 
in a strange man’s cabin. And then sud- 
denly across my mind flashed my last 
words to Dick... “I’m going to answer 
every challenge Fate flings my way!” I 
looked again at Paul; he was smiling 
easily. How could I confess to this man 
of the world that I had never taken a 
drink in my life? 
“Let’s go!” I cried, 
into his. 


about a little appetizer before 


” 


slipping my hand 


And that’s the way it began. Out- 
wardly, our life for the next two days 
was as placid as the calm waters over 
which we sailed. During the day we 
lounged about the ship, sat at bridge in 
the observation room, played shuffle-board 
on the upper deck, smoked in Gregory’s 
wireless cabin (oh yes, smoking had been 
added to my accomplishments!) or drank 
tea with oth@r ships’ passengers with 
whom we had formed a_ casual ac- 
quaintance. 

Drinking 
@ habit by 
“night-cap” 
a sort of game 
could carry the most.” I 
liked it. I liked the flush 
cheeks and the sparkle in my eyes. 
meetings in Paul’s cabin were often 
hilarious and if, occasionally, Paul’s 
stori@@ were shaded with insinuations 
which might be interpgeted as evil, they 
passed without comment in the general 
talk and laughter. So easy it is to slip 
into ways that are strange! 


before each meal had become 
now, and we even added a 
for good Measure. It became 
with us to see “who 
admit that I 
it gave my 
Our 


URING our first evening alone, Paul 
treated me with the utmost considera- 

tion and respect. How well he understood 
women! With every look, every gesture, 
every tone of his soft voice he made 
love to me—love restrained and controlled. 
Not until he said good-night did he so 
much as touch my hand. Then he lifted 
it in both. his and, turning it, laid his 
lips slowly, gently, on the throbbing pulse 
at my wrist, never taking his eyes from 
mine. I could not have dragged my eyes 
away from higpif I had tried; in their 
depths burned @ strange light which was 
at once a gource®of wonder and terror. 
My emo s were in a tumult in which 
only one fact seemed to stand out clearly: 
I was in love—terribly, completely in love. 
And the next night Paul took mein his 
arms, It was long after midnight, half 
an hour before we had risen from the 
table at the officers’ midnight lunch and 
strolled up on deck. Jean and Gregory 
had disappeared forward when Paul drew 
me into the shadow of an awning. And 
now that the moment I had longed for 
I was afraid—with a blind, 
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The fierce hunger of 
his kisses, the terrible intimacy of his 
caresses stirred vague and unknown 
alarms. Even in moments. of ecstasy 
there was a faint voice—an echo—of 
warning in my heart. 

“Shall we go down?” 
length. “Down for our 

“Where are the others?” 
easily. 

“Why wait for them?” 
us go together—you and I—and make a 
sweet ceremony of it—a pledge of our 
love?” He drew me close, kissing my 
lips again and again. Slowly I yielded to 
him, allowing him to draw me along with 
him toward the steps leading down to his 
cabin, 


unreasoning fear. 


he whispered at 


‘night-cap’? 
I asked un- 


he begged. “Let 


ND there, on one of the lounges in the 

corridor, we ran into Jean and Greg- 
ory. They sat perfectly still, neither of them 
speaking a word; but Gregory held one of 
her little hands in both his as if he would 
never let it go, and there was no mistaking 
the look on their faces, It startled me 
suddenly out of the daze in which I had 
been moving; it brought me back to real- 
ities. And when Gregory suggested that 
Jean and | go to our own Stateroom, as" 
he feared Jean was tired, I consented 
meekly enough. At the time, I attached 
little. significance to it, but I remember 
distinctly now that Gregory did not ac- 
company Paul to his cabin; instead, he 
turned without a word and walked back 
up the stairs to his own room. 

The next day was the last of the trip 
for many passengers who were to dock 
at Prince Rupert the following morning. 
All on board tried to make it a gala day 
for those who were not going on with us 
to Alaska. In the general excitement and 
turmoil, I saw very fittle of Paul. I 
realize now that this was due partly to 
the clever maneuvering of Jean and 
Gregory; but at the time I was vaguely 
uneasy and a little resentful that he was 
not more attentive. 

Bhe spark of my resentment was kin- 
dle * a flame early in the evening when 
we docked for an hour at Swanson Bay. 
One of the passengers, a Captain Goff, 
who owned some salmon canneries there, 
had invited a party of us to visit his 
plant. We were all eager to go, and | 
was surprised and angry when Paul re- 
fused to accompany us. 

“Forgive me,” he begged. “These 
places I have seen so many times in the 
last few years.’ 

“But you might at least come along 
with us . . . with me,” I protested. 

“T shall be waiting for you... right 
here. Please do not be gone — Betty 
—please !” 

ut I had turned angrily away and fol- 
lowed the others down the gang-plank. I 
hope I may never be called on to make a 
report on the canning of salmon. Paul’s 
behavior had so disturbed me that I was 
scarcely conscious of the passage of time 
until we were back on the boat. 

Two new passengers had been added to 
our list, I noticed. There was nothing 
extraordinary in this, as we had been tak- 
ing, on or letting off passengers at many 
of the little ports along our way. Thes@ 
two—men of middle age, I should judge— 
were leaning against the rail on the deck 
above thé gang-plank, smoking and talking 
together in low tones as they watched the 
others come aboard. There was nothing 
in their appearance to attract attention, 
unless it was the fact that they scrutinized 
us all with more than usual curiosity. Al- 
most immediately I forgot their very 
existence, 
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Dancing began at nine and continued 
until iaidnight. By the time that hour : 
struck, I had again fallen completely un- ; “ 
der the spell of Paul's influence. How 
of easy it was, swaying in his arms to the 
his lure of the music, to look up into his dark ) outh ul 
wn eyes and whisper “yes” when he asked 
asy me to forgive Time and world 
-o} no longer existed for me; only the music d, 
—Paul—our love. Ra 
testing that she was tired. But retuse ] S 
Glorious Springtime! 
“Do come, Betty dear,” she begged, add- : ’ 
Let ing in a low voice; “I want to talk with QW vividly attune with the colorful ro- 
“There? H mance of the out-of-doors. And youth’s 
ra only one tonight!” And I turned to smile keen ardor fairly glows-in the fresh rosiness 
to up at Paul as Jean with an anxious little of Pert Rouge. F 
ith frown turned away and disappeared with This is a smooth new handmade rouge com- 
his a ag it delicately blended that i h 
An hour later, in the shadows astern on pact, so e 1cate y Diende that its yout ful 
the shade deck, Paul waS again telling coloring tones in perfectly with your natural 
the me that he. loved me. | The possessive pas- complexion. Direct application to the skin 
eg- sion in his kisses, his caresses that had | before powdering effects more lasting adher- 
frightened me the night before, held me “iy ie , 
— now in a sort of languorous stupor in ence. A second application after powdering 
4 which I realized only that I was yielding heightens the warmth of the flush. 
“ myself to him utterly and that I was | hades for every complexion, day or 
rte glad. evening wear, in dainty metal case, 50c. 
rad ND vet. when he anain summested ti For permanent rosiness, use Pert Rouge in 
I yet, when he again suggested that 
A we go down to his cabin, some hidden compact. In 
hat in$tinct of what source I was not aware, Sndelible Li + 75¢. 
as made me refuse. ert indelible Lipstick to match, 75¢. 
ve “Very well, darling,’ he whispered Mai! this coupon for a sample of Pert Rouge, 
a soothingly; “if you'd rather not come compact or cream ["] (Check one desired.) 
vd down for it, I'll bring the good-night drink Samples ave 12c each. 
‘he up to you.” ROSS COMPANY , 
k While he was gone I sat where he had 249E West 17th Street New York 
-s left me; sat motionless—a prey to the 
: strangest emotions I had ever known. 
or When Paul was with me I fell completely 
under the sway of his influence ;*it was as er ou e 
ng - if he exercised some powerful charm that 
lay held me in its spell. I told myself that 
I 1éved him; that he loved me, Then 
™ why this strange, unreasoning fear that 
crept into my heart when he left me? 
to What new instincts were these that he 
- had awakened? I shuddered and drew the 
ay folds: of my cape mote closely about my 
yas shoulders; yet 1 was conscious of no cold. 
. 
; The next instant Paul was beside me 
soil again. I protested at the size of “the > 
_— drink he had poured out, but he urged 
ay. it upon me and, as always, I seemed un- O .) 1C cee 
off, able to resist him. Together we drank— 
hie drank to thé night—to the moon—to our “ 99? 
‘a love. When we had emptied our glasses, could you carry-on f 
Paul sat down on one of the deck 
a and drew me into his arms, At length : 
tried to draw away from him, It was Train yourself now 
he his about me; I by Spare-Time- 
could feel the dull, thick beating of his ! 
heart against my breast. Work at good pay: 
ng Slowly a strange numbness began to | « Jy, was coming home Thee wack when ke 
rht creep over my body=into my brain. With happened. The car wasn’t going very 
tt a last | desperate effort, pushing against fast, but when they brought him to me A broken arm—a' shattered ankle—a lingering illness 
y him with both hands, I managed to draw his arm hung helpless ‘at his side It was YoU cannot tell how soon the thousand hazards of 
back, to look up at him. At the same tm modern life will bring orfe of these misfortunes to 
ol- moment, still holding me, he rose and | , find. con, father. 
I started slowly walking toward the stairway | “Of — Jim’s salary stopped—but the , ' 
a wikieh lead to -his cabin, bills didn’t! Our modest savings disappeared Be Prepared! 
il’s “Where are you taking me?” I whis- - no time, = besides > rent and féod there Start making , money now through the IMC plan. 
s sa en you wont have to worry when some unfore: 
pered, my lips stiff with terror and this a makes you the family 
numbness against*which I was fighting in P 
vain. oh, so many other things. by the 
to “With me,” was his answer. 4 “It Was Up to Me’”’ pleasant spare-time work. Our instructions by mail 
At that moment we passed the little just knew it was up to me to ‘carry on’— be 
wu night liglt which glowed at the top of and I did. Somnte time before, had taken up Welcome, let us explain, without obligation, our 
the stairway, and I saw...TI saw his | the IMC plan for making money by 
124 terrible work, earning enough for some little luxuries I __, Mail Coupon Today! 
stant—my brain cleared. saw with 
ck startlifig distinctness. His features were big g azine Co., Inc. 
re almost unrecognizable, so changed they | send. I doubled my efforts and in a little while | YES, I'would like to earn some extra money in my 
e were—so distorted. He no longer looked my commissions and bonus checks were comin spare-time. Without obligation to me, please send 
ng at me; his ,eyes were staring straight enough to cover the most pressin 
o ahead, but in their depths burned a light, rent ex re. of Jim and the Sattend onal Name 
a But | 224 ‘piling up a load of debts that 
ry my limbs were chained as in a nightmare would have kept us ‘strapped’ for a year.” Lia ae 
> > * | That is the story of one typical wife and mother. || 
Paul’s arms tightened about me. For one ! WILL IT BE YOUR STORY, TOO? 
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contributed exclusive, illustrated les- 
sons to the Federal Course, which has 
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moment his eyes burned into mine... 
a moment in which | knew terror and 
despair. The next instant the numbness 
which had been steadily growing claimed 
me. Dark settled down over,me, Ob- 
livion. 

The pale, grey light of a new morning 
was filtering, in through a stateroom win- 
dow when I opened my eyes. he dress 
which I had worn the night before hung 
limply from a hook at the foot of the 
| berth; my other clothes lay across a 
chair. But I saw everything through a 
blur of pain; I was conscious of a dull 
throbbing in my head and a great weak- 
ness in my body. Voices in the corner 
of the room pehind my head seemed to 
come from a great distance. Slowly I 
raised my eyes. Jean, Gregory, and an- 
other man in uniform whom I recognized 
as the ship’s doctor were talking in low 
voices at the head of the berth. 

“She’s awake!” Jean whispered. 


UDDENLY I remembered! And as the 

events of the previous night came back, 
a great wave of grief, humiliation, dread, 
swept down upon me. 

3etty!” Jean was stooping over me. 

“Don't!” I moaned, covering my face 
with shaking | hands. “Don’t touch me! 
You mustn't!’ 

The doctor and Gregory hai stopped 
talking. Jean turned to them now and 
asked them to leave us. alone for a few 
moments. Theh she sat down on the edge 
of my berth and, putting her little hands 
gently over mine, drew them away from 
my eyes. 

“Hush, dear,” she whispered. 
cry. It’s all right.” 

And the quiet, grave look of assurance 
in her eyes, more than her words, told me 
that I had nothing to fear. 
| What hap- 


“Don't 


“Where did you find me? 
pened?” I begged. 

And Jean told me the story from her 
end. Two nights before, she said, Gregory 
had made her promise that she would not 
go to Paul’s cabin again. She had thought 
it was because of stories Paul had told; 
in reality it was that Gregory recognized 
Paul as a notorious character—the French 
Canadian, Réné LeBlanc—who was wanted 

| by the authorities for liquor smuggling 
| between British Columbia and various 
mining, towns of Alaska. Gregory had 
| sent ahead a wireless message to Swanson 
Bay and the two men I had seen get on 
| there were detectives who had come for 
Paul. Gregory had not told either Jean 
or me for fear of rousing Paul’s sus- 
picions; but he had done his best to keep 
us both away from him. 

When Paul had carried me to his cabin 
|and opened the door, he had found the 
two men waiting for him. After placing 
him under arrest, they had put me in 
charge of the ship’s doctor. He had 
| taken me immediately to my own state- 
room where Jean was anxiously waiting. 

With Jean’s help I languidly rose and 
dressed, for we had decided to leave the 
| boat at Prince Rupert, my one idea being 


fairy-land of drifts, and white-covered 
| fences. AS soon I heard the sleigh- 
belis on the clear night air, I knew it was 
Roddy, and ran out to the gate and down 
the lane to meet them. -Joe’s welcome shone 
jin his eager eyes. He tucked me beneath 
the big fur robes while Roddy, his eyes 
twinkling mischievously, found a place on 
| thé ‘floor for my “box”. 

| “Maybe I won’t have enough to bid it 
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own family, I should be able to forget. 

During the night and day on the train; 
when we followed the second side of the 
Triangle across British Columbia, I ‘sat 
quietly in my seat in a sort of ‘stupor, or 
slept fitfully. I looked out indifferently 
at the beautiful country through* which 
we were passing; the world had suddenly 
become a hateful place and life a dreary 
thing. Across my blurred vision drifted 
continually Dick’s serious face; I heard 
the faint echo of his voice: 

‘Happiness is a roadside flower that 
grows along the path of duty’. If you 
ever decide that you agree with that, will 
you let me know?” 

How could I let him know? 
] ever face him again? 

At noon of the second day, we took a 
siding at Jasper Park. After Jean's urg- 
ing, I consented to go up, to the Lodge, 
though, if I gould have had my way I 
should have stayed on the car; I felt 
that I wanted to hide away from the 
world. I noted Jean's little air of excited 
happiness with resentment. How could 
she feel happy—gay even—when life had 
suddenly turned to a house of cards 
tunibling about my ears? 

And then, as we mounted the steps to 
the wide veranda of the Lodge, I under- 
stood . 

A tall figure rose from one of the pogch 
chairs and came toward us. A figure Ut- 
terly familiar—infinitely dear. 

“Dick—Dick,” I sobbed, with my hands 
close and safe in his big, steady ones. 

“It's all right, dear. Don’t cry,” he 
whispered. “Come—let’s get away from 
here.” And gently he led me down the 
little pathway toward the borders of the 
lake. 

Sitting close together on a lichened ledge 
overlooking the clear, transparent waters 
of Lac Beauvert, I told him my story. 
Everything. He still held one of my hands 
with a clasp that tightened fiercely now 
and then; but he did not look at me. His 
eyes were far away where the snowy crest 
of Mt. Edith Cavell juts into the sky, the 
dazzling wing of its _Shost glacier hanging 
just above the treetSps and reflected with 
them in the waters at our feets , 

When I came to tell him of that last night 
on the boat, he dropped my hand suddefly ; 
his face went white; the muscles of his 
jaw stood out sharply beneath the drawn 
skin. I was afraid. But when at last he 
turned to me his eyes were dim with 
tears. he. next moment I was in his 
arms, his cheek against my hair. Neither 
of us spoke a word; there was no need 
for words between us, 

At last I drew ‘away. 

“We must go and tell Jean,” 
mured. 

“Jean is many miles away from here 
by now, darling,” Dick answered. “She 
was to take the train back to Vancouver. 
Gregory and I have been in frequent 
communication by wireless these last two 
days. He left the Queen Charlotte at 
Prince Rupert and is going back on the 


How could 


I mur- 


to get home as quickly and quietly as Queen Anne. By the time you see Jean 
possible. Perhaps back East, with my again, she'll be Mrs. Nelson Gregory.” 
| | 


Glorious Youth 


[Continued from page 57] 


in!” he teased. “Too much competition!” 
“No fair, Roddy! You saw it. Don’t 
you dare buy it!” 


“Humph! Leave it for Joe, I suppose? 
Not on your life! He wouldn't appreciate 
it; anyway.’ 


“Wait and see!” Joe warned quietly. 
We slid off: down the road with a dash 
and a jingle of sleigh-bells. It was so cold 
the air cut like a knife, and the snow 
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screeched and crunched as we raced along 
in the narrow beaten track, 

| joined heartily in the fun that night at 
the school-house. | know my eyes ‘shone 
with suppressed excitement. I had Joe 
again! Joe with all his college slang, his 
easy, careless grace, 
turbing manner. 

After the “Program” was over, the 
boxes were auctioned to the highest bidder. 

It was always lots of fun—the excitement, 
the suspense, the surprise. I could see 
was enjoying it immensely because it was 
all new to him. When my box was put up. 
Roddy winked slyly at me and bid first. 
Joe raised it. The bidding continued. In 
the end, Joe had the box but Roddy had 
given him a run for his money, 

When we drové up our lane that night, 
it was Joe who jumped out first, lifted me 
lightly in his arms@and carried me to the 
porch. There he let me down; then quite 
suddenly he lifted my face and kissed my 
cold, trembling lips until they ached with 
warmth. I felt a little thrill as he caught 
me to him and held me close. Impulsively 
| slipped two arms around his neck and 
clasped them tightly. Roddy had driven 
'up to the barnyard, turned around, and was 
back waiting for Joe. 

“Come on, old timer! 
| beauty sleep! 

That was the beginning of two heavenly 
weeks,—happy, gay weeks. There wasn’t 
|a day passed that I didn’t see Joe, afternoon 
}or evening, sometimes both. I dashed 
| through my work like a young cyclone, 
sang or laughed from sheer joy. Every- 
thing to the rhythm of “I love you, Joe!” 
| | liked his easy, carefree way. I responded 
to his moods, whether happy and gay, sad 
or pensive. 

On his last day in the country we drove 
in to town to a show. We lunched at the 
| New Inn, danced, laughed and played the 
hours away. Joe was especially gay, light- 
|hearted and entertaining. It never oc- 
curred to me until long afterwards that he 
had probably indulged in a few drinks. 
| Across the little table, he took my hands 
suddenly in his and leaned toward me. His 
eyes burned with an odd light, a strange 
fever. 

“Let's celebrate and make it a day! 
| said, and laughed a little jerkily. 
How?” asked thoughtlessly. 
| heen grand and glorious already!” 

“Let’s get married!” 

His eyes were dangerously bright and 
dark, a light I had never seen there before. 
| My fingers fluttered restlessly in his. I 
|couldn’t answer. I looked up and met 
|his eyes. His cheeks were unnaturally 
| flushed, but I didn’t think much of it at the 
time, only that it was probably due to the 
| long drive in the cold wind. He urged me, 
persuaded me in coaxing tones. 


You'll miss your 


” 


he 


“ 


“It’s 


WEETNESS, I'm crazy about you! 
Won't you make me happy? It’s our 
last day together for ages and ages!” 
It didn’t take a great deal of persuasion. 
I had liked him immensely from the 
moment I first looked into his nice eyes 
| so full of eager enthusiasm, glorious youth. 
Without a thought for the future, without 
a plan, without a promise, I recklessly 
crowded all into that one, mad hour,—and | 
trusted implicitly in him. Trusted with all | 


him. 

And so we were married. 

My very first disillusionment came when 
Joe persuaded me that it must be kept 
secret for the present. No one must know. 
He didn’t dare risk having his father hear 
be it, because it would mean that he would 
not be permitted to finish college; it would 
| mean ruin to all his hopes and dreams of a 
brilliant “career”, Everything would go to 
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his fascinating, dis- | 


Joe | 


| tions will be quickly remedied and 
| overcome with M. Trilety’s A. B. A 


|my heart and soul, trusted blindly, because | {i 
I imagined that Joe loved me as I loved | 
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in the little 
200 Years Ago 
of Shoeneck lived Hans Adam 
Worlitzer, Master Violin Maker. 
His shop was a oy ta place for 
mosicians of the time he was 
a true 
When he died his shop passed into 
the of his eldest son, and for 
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120 W. 42ndSt.,New Yerk 117 E. 4th St., Cincinnati 

329 S. Wabash Ave.,, Chicago 134GoldenGate Av.. San Francisco 
Send me, absolutely free, your new fllustrated catalog, With 

joer rand description of every known pesieal instrument. Also 

I me how | may try any instrument in my own home and pay 
for it in email monthly No obligation. 


smash, to use his own expression. How 
easily I believed; how entire was my trust. 
Secause | loved enough to give all! And 
then to be told I must keep it a secret, when 
I was so happy I wanted to tell the whole 
wide world! 

It was snowing hard when we leit town 
and started home. The wind whistled 
shrilly and blew the snow in great drifts 
across the road. The horse floundered 
about helplessly from one drift to another. 
The snow froze to our faces. I was nearly 
perished. Finally we reached home, drove 
into the barn, and together we stumbled 
through the drifts to the house. Inside, I 
brushed the white flakes from my coat and 
looked up at Joe a little breathlessly. Gently 
he slipped off my coat, my hat, and 
pulled my gloves from my stiff, aching 
nngers. Before I could protest, he carried 
me to a big davenport jn front of the open 
fireplace. He knelt and unbuckled the big 
“artics” I wore. We called them that in 
the country and wore them for comfort— 
and necessity. Now in the city we call 
them “goloshes” and wear them more as a 
fad. 


OE poked up the fire, then with a 

nervous laugh, he dropped down beside 
me and caught me fiercely and held me so 
tightly I nearly smothered against him. 

“Mine, —at last!” he whispered. “All 
mine now 

I felt af reason slipping away. It seemed 
so good to be warm again. A little fright- 
ened, I gasped and looked into his face. 
He laughed at the fear he read in my eyes. 

“Sweetness, I want you! Tell me you're 
mine! I had to come! I couldn't stay 
away from you!” 

Hours later he kissed me one last time, 
called me his wife, and slipped out into the 
night. Out into the night, and out of my 
life! I had stumbled ahead foolishly, reck- 
lessly; stopped to think when it was too 
late. 

Back at school, Joe had begun to regret 
his rash step, and frankly said as much 
in his first letter. A little “dizzy” he said 
he had been that last night—a few drinks 
too many. After that letter I couldn't 
even pretend to be gay. With aching heart 
and a numb feeling, I crept upstairs to my 
room and cried my heart out alone. 

The. there came a time when I knew I 
would have to tell my secret. I wrote to 
Joe. Implored him! I received no reply. 
I wrote again. Then in desperation I de- 
cided to go and see him. I tried to find a 
thousand little excuses for him. Perhaps 
he had never received my letter. Surely 
thére was some mistake somewhere. It 
would all be all right again if I could see 
him. 

And so I wired him to meet me at the 
station. He wasn’t there. Still I tried to 
keep up a brave front. I tried to excuse 
him in numerous little ways. I telephoned 
his room, but there was no answer. Almost 
frantically I walked up the main street, but 
met no one who recognized me. I thought of 
my visit in the college town such a few 
months before. Could it be the same place? 
And could I be that same gay, young per- 
son? No! Something had changed. 

I stopped in a little restaurant and 
ordered mechanically. Not the restaurant 
where Roddy had taken me—I didn’t partic- 
ularly want to be recognized. I paid my 
check and was going out when I all but 
bumped into Joe and a little blonde of a 
girl, her arm tucked snugly in his, smiling 
coyly up into his face. 

“Toe.” I stopped still. 

He saw me then, spoke indifferently, but 
showed no inclination to stop. I struggled 
for something to say, to detain him; won- 
dered desperately what to do. But he was 
gone! He had cut me—purposely, inten- 
tionally. I couldn’t believe it; couldn't 
force my mind to grasp it. 
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I stood stunned, half leaning against the 
doorway, when someone grasped my arm 
firmly, and I heard a dear, familiar voice 
in my ear. 

“Patsy, dear, what is wrong?” 

There was such a world of love and 
sympathy in his voice, such a_ wistful, 
understanding look in his eyes, I almost 
collapsed in his arms. With an effort, I 
gained control of myself and tried to smile. 
It must have been only geaveer little twist 
of the lips. 

“Nothing, Roddy.” 

“Oh, Pats! You wonderful little liar! 
Come in here and tell me all about it,” he 
insisted. 

He led me back into the restaurant, 
ordered for both of us, and leaning across 
the table looked straight into my eyes. 

“Now, Pats, tell me. 

“Oh, Roddy, you're,—you're a dear. But 
it’s nothing. I felt hurt; Just hurt, because 
Joe cut me so coldly, on the street. I 
couldn't believe it, that’s all.” I played 
nervously with a glass of water. Roddy 
covered my hand with his and scanned my 
face intently. I was waiting for him to 
ask why I had come over in the first place. 
But he did not ask. 


“That's not all!” he said quietly. “Joe 


has always been a pretty good scout. I! 
thought he was crazy about you, Pats. I 
was glad to see you so happy, dear !” 

“Roddy !” I cried miserably. 

“T have always loved you, Pats. Ever 
since those good old days at the little brick 
school. As a shy little kid, I adored you. 
Later I worshipped you silently, because | 
knew I would never mean a*thing in your 
life—not a thing !” 

I tried to speak, but my throat was dry. 
My fingers were numb in his clasp. 

“T thought, perhaps, some day you might 
learn to care, but when I saw the light that 
flashed to your eyes—for Joe—I knew, 
—Patsy dear, I knew Wt’ 

“Roddy! Please!” I managed to whis- 
per. “I never dreamed you. cared—that 
way! 

“Don’t worry, dear. I only want to help. 
Won't you tell me?” 

“Roddy, you're wonderful! But there’s 
not a thing you can do. Thanks a lot.” 

His face was white and drawn, his lips 
colorless, his eyes flashing with an angry 
light I had never seen in them before. He 
didn’t question me further, but I knew he 
was puzzled. I knew he would go to Joe 
and demand an explanation. Still, I couldn’t 
bring myself to tell him. 


TOOK the next train home and spent the 

following days in trying to get enough 
courage to break the news to my mother. 
Then came Roddy’s letter. I was expecting 
it. He had gone to Joe, and after a scene 
that I could only imagine, Joe had told 
him thé truth, even to the reason for my 
visit. Roddy’s letter was the dearest, 
sweetest letter I have ever read in my life. 
It helped me immensely. It was full of 
hope and sunshine. It helped me in the 
decision I finally made. I knew he was 
trying to make me believe that Joe was 
truly sorry, and really sincere in the offer 
he made. Among other things, Roddy 
wrote that Joe was ready and willing to 
make any#plans or arrangements that would 
be satisfactory to me. The letter was care- 
fully worded, but with a dull, heavy ache 
in my heart, I saw through the whole sit- 
uation. The very fact that Joe did not 
write, himself, was.enough to convince me 
that my interpretation was correct. Joe 
was only ready and willing, in so far as 
Roddy was forcing him to be. Dear old 
Roddy! He was trying to help me. I 
was thankful because it made me to sec 
clearly. 

I sent my answer to Roddy. I tried to 
convince him that I was grateful for the 
interest he had shown, for the help he had 
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Saves Hose 


Prevents them from wearing out 
and staining at the heel, and pre- 
vents shoes from rubbing or slip- 

ping at the heel! 


The patentedcup-shaped center, 
indicated by arrow, does it! 


Think of the saving you will enjoy as a 
consequence of preventing your hose from 
wearing out at the heel; the comfort that *| 
will be yours by shoes that do not slip or | 
rub at the heel, and the ‘come ye ie will give you to | 
keep your delicately colored silk hose from ever | 
being marred by stains at the heel! 

These are the benefits you get by aoncbies, Dr. 
Scholl’s Nu-Grip Heel Liner in your shoes. Made of 
soft, velvet-like rubber. Invisibly worn in the shoes, 
being made in colors to match shoe linings. Sold 
in shoe and department stores everywhere—30¢ per 
Sem Do not accept imitations that disappoint. 

sist on getting the onan vith the cup-shaped 
center. Buy a pair for each = t of your shoes. 


Dr Scholls 


Comfort Appliances 


The Irresistible Perfume Desir d’ Amour 


**LOVE’S DESIRE’”’ 


This mysteriously alluring 
fume attracts and fascinates. ich 
and poor, proud and humble alike 
surrender gladly to its seductive 
charm and gentle magic. Potgnant, 
sweet and lingering as one’s first” 
: kiss. Lends the charm yoy need to 

be happy in love and social affairs. 
In crystal vial $2.75 and postage. Pay when delivered. 
Lasts for many months. Instructions included. Plain 
wrapper. 

MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12, Varick Sta., New York, Desk S. S. 


DINNER RING 


NE W!—this gorgeously de- 

signed and brilliantly set 
Dinner Ring. 3 large spar- 
kling perfectly cut Czecho 
Diamonds surrounded by 21 
flashing sparkling White Sap- 
phires and 2 triangular sky 
blue In fashionable 
New York hotel dining room 
8 out of 10 society women 


ore dinner rings! This is copy 
$1000.00 genuine pletinem and 
diamond model Even experts are 
astonished! Why shouldn't —y own 

one when it costs only $2.98 Se 
, Money! Just pay Postman $2.98 
when ring arrives. Jie string around 
er for size. Money back if not 


fi 
« limited time only. Order today 


delighted. Barga 
WAKEFIELD ‘JEWELERS, Room 403-E. 


39 West Adams Street ___Chicago, Il. ml. 


RN MONEY 
E in spare Tl m e! 
Maes new low-priced invention 
es a hot Water bag, an ice bag 
and a syringe—all in one. Vital necessity 
in every home! My agents make big money 
in ‘spare time or full time. Michael Short 
made $43 the very first day. “30 orders a day is a 
cinch,” writes T. B. Gilmore. “Make fine living 
with it,”’ writes Mrs. Kennedy. Big commissions 


to wide-awake agents.. Write today for money- 
making plan. 


given, But neither for love nor money, I 
wrote, would spoil Joe’s “career.” 
Nothing could persuade me to come be- 
tween him and his golden opportunity, 
a brilliant future, a life full of hope and 
succese If, by acknowledging me as his 
wife, it would mean that he would have to 
give it all up, then I would never say the 
word. I knew, in wriging what I did, that 
I was giving up my one small chance of 
ever having Joe again. 


A strange calmness had come to me. I 


marveled at the change in my attitude. 
It wasn’t that I no longer loved Joe. 

I did. I shall always love him with a love 
can never quite feel for anyone else. 
But he hurt me so much that nothing 
seemed to matter. I didn’t want him back 
unless it was in the old way. And somehow 
I realized, even then, that it would never be 


|in that way. Joe’s love rested lightly on 


his shoulders. He drew it about him as 
he chose,—and dropped it like a cloak. 

Of course, I had a pretty hard time con- 
vincing Mother that my way was best. She 
was all for Roddy’s plan—all for forcing 
Joe to acknow fedge me, take me, care for 
me, fulfill the vows he so thoughtlessly 
made, one cold winter night. There was 
a great deal of talk; there naturally would 
be, in the kind of a community we lived in. 


ODDY graduated in June and came 
home for two weeks before leaving 

for Philadelphia where he had accepted a 
position in a chemical laboratory. Of course 
I refused to see him. I felt very sensitive. 

After my baby was born, I applied for 
my divorce. It was then that I first learned 
that Joe was “going to the devil” about as 
fast as any healthy, normal young man 
could. His “career” then must have gone 
to smash without any aid from me. I was 
sorry and disappointed. He was brilliant. 
He could have achieved so much. He might 
have been such a man! 

Then Christmas came again, white and 
cold. I had just turned the lamp low and 
finished in the kitchen one evening when 
I heard sleigh-bells,. the crunch of snow 
in the lane, and a loud, impatient knocking 
at the door. I opened it and was almost 
smothered in Roddy’s great fur coat. 

“Pats!” he cried gayly. 

It was so good to see him gain. The 
whole terrible year just past seemed blotted 
out completely. In the dim lamp light we 
talked for a long tjme. Then, quite sud- 
denly, he asked to see Buddy. I put the 
tiny bundle into his outstretched arms. 
When I saw the soft, glorious light that 
shone from his eyes, I turned away to hide 
the tears in mine. 

He bent over the bundle of blankets in 
his arms. All at once I recalled vividly the 
many, many times, in childhood days, that 
Roddy had reached out a helping hand, 
gathered me up from a bank of snow, or 
warmed the little fingers that ached with 
cold. - I watched him and the tears welled 
quickly. Then I took Buddy back to the 
little bed-room. When I returned again, 
Roddy was stirring up the fire. He looked 
up, straight into my eyes, misty with tears. 
He dropped the poker with a bang. 

“Pats!” he cried, encouraged by some- 
thing he read in my eyes. “I know I can’t 
begin to take Joe’s place in your heart.” 
He hesitated and turned back to the fire, 
again playing with the poker. For one 
long, endless moment there was such art 
utter silence! I thought he would never 
say the words I wanted most to hear. 

“But I wish you'd let me try/” he finished 
softly. 

Just to try! What a splendid love! 

In that moment I realized what love can 
be. I didn’t need to tell him my secret: It 
was there, shining out in my eyes. It was 
there, on my lips, trembling and warm 
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FARE 
to CHICAGO 


—as taught in the Great COYNE Shops— 

Prepares You for a 

Big-Pay, Fascinating 
Steady Job!!! - 


Electricity is the Field of Wonderful Opportunities 
oar. It offers BIG PAY, clean, fascinating work 
steady employment—anywhere, any time! 
COYNE-TRAINED M MEN are in demand 
COYNE training is complete and thorough. 


Complete Electrical Training 
in 12 Happy Weeks at COYNE 

My newly-enlarged Electrical Course is the resultof 

27 years of experience, solving the needs of young 

men and of the Electrical Field. My course is abso- 

— thorough, easy to master, covers every single 

and factor of the subject and fits men for BIG 

Bieceient jobs, HIGH-SALARIED, thrilling jobs, 
YOU DON’T NEED ADVANCED 
EDUCATION OR EXPERIENCE 
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Learn at COYNE ment help without a 


penny of extra charge 


Make this the happiest season of your life. Chicago is a 
wonderful resort city, offering unrivalled recreation with- 
out interfering with your studies 


Send Right Away for FREE Book and 
Special Offer of R. R. Fare and Batre 
Courses 
Be sure to send at once for my big FREE BOOK contain- 

ing 151 actual photos of electrical operations and met 
also my special offer of 2 Big Courses. Write today be- 
fore offer is withdrawn. 


1300-10 W. Harrison St., Dept.6155, Chicago 


Dept. 6155, Chicago, Illinois 

Dear H. C.—You can just bet I want one of those 
big handsome FREE 12x15 books with 151 actual 
photographs of electrical operations and shop scenes, 
printed in two colors. Send it quick, before the 
supply is exhausted. Be sure to tell me all about 
Special Offer of. Railroad Fare and 2 Big Ertra Courses. 
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The Eyes of Elton 


[Continued from page 60] 


I was in the third grade when the chyldren tions about his father’s business and his 
began to tease me for always being so prim own business. His feet would begin to 
and proper and clean. I lacked the initiative shuffle nervously and “his fingers didn’t 
to jump into their games with the whole- seem to be able to stay still and then in a 
hearted spirit they all displayed. I stood moment he would be on his feet saying 
around the edge and watched until someone good-by. 
shoved me into things. If I had even dared to tell Mother why 

One day I went home crying, and un- he had gone, she would have taken my 
| burdened my youthful sorrow in Mother’s _ head off, so I kept silent and hoped he 
lears. Her thin lips drew tight, and after wouldn’t come again, although I knew 
| tame heon she took my hand and said, that she would be asking me in a couple 
“Come on, Genevieve. I'll go back with of days why he hadn't come back! 
you and put a stop to that foolishness !” The one thing that Mother never could 

“Oh, Mother,” I begged, “flease don’t! accomplish was to force me into the sum- 
They'll only tease me worse and call me a mer crowd who had cottages at the lake 


| 


‘fraid-cat and cry-baby !” up on the hill above town. Most of them 
“Nonsense!” and she half yanked me came from the city, and had their own 
out the front door. little crowd who came out over the week- * 


She stopped it, too, when she walked ends. And of course, Elton put them, all 
into my classroom and, with all the room down as being first cousins to millionaires, 
listening, told the teacher. Then, half because they “went away for the summer”. 
addressing the children, she told her some Old Ernie White had eight or ten 
more—and then some more. knock-kneed, worn-out driving-horses he 

After that they treated me with a sort bought cheap and broke to the saddle. 
of awed respect, and because | was just a He rented them to the summer people for 
child I beBan to lord it over the rest of a dollar an hour—an unheard of price in 
them, ordering them about and bestowing .Elton. When Mother saw them riding 


Don’t Fear Baldness! I'll Grow my favors with the disdain that only a along the dirt roads around Elton, she in- 
Ney Hair For You In 30 Days—Or spoiled child can affect. sisted that I learn to ride. It wasn’t much 
The Trial Costs You Nothing. When I was sixteen, Mother began to of a feat to learn to ride those horses, 
. By Alois Merke weed out the boys who took me to parties but I was constantly afraid they might 

and driving in their automobiles. Mother just give up and lie down in the middle 


That's the story! And r trin, ttached! Maybe 
your hair 4s falling out rapidly. Maybe it 12 nearly gone always told me that I was the prettiest of the road with me underneath! "? 
aot Loeareneee 7 50 dananntiac system will give yous | girl in Elton. Well, anyway, it wasn't But it was really through one of Ernie’s 

I've found that in most cases of baldness the hair roots hard for me to have all the boys around horses that Franklin Miller and 1 became 
are not dead but dormant—-asieep. Olls, scalp massages, » 
and ordinary tonics failed because they treated only the I wanted—and Jin spite of the Snippy, con- engaged. 
spies skin You don't rub “growing fluid” on the bark | cejted manner in which I treated them. 

eunctly what bs The only trouble was that the one boy WAS riding up the lake road one after 
And that's exactly what my system does! goes benea e o j jas 3 - A I “4 - 
th fac ) i ishme' tt “onl > we 
roots, which soon grow healthy hair again. Inevery home | Within ten miles of Elton that she wanted noon, trying to urge my horse into some- 
where there is electricity—in YOUR home—without the | me to pay the most attention to, wouldn't thing beside an uneven trot Just as | 
least discomfort, this remarkable resulf is possible, or no pay any att ntion to me. Oh. he would swung around a turn in the reed Frank 
cost to you. Jay any e sw aro a 

ake me driving once in awhile, or to one lj s i ‘ i 
Santen Your Ganteust take me driving once lin came shooting down the hill from the 


I've treated thousands at the Merke Institute, Fifth of the county fairs, but then I wouldn't other direction. The surprise: «was ,too 
Ave.. New York, many paying as much as $500 for | see or hear from him again for weeks. much for my horse, and he bolted straight 
results secured thru personal treatments Yet now And I really tried to be nice to him, be- up the road with me hanging on for dear 


you may secure the same results in your own home 7 _ 
for just a few cents a day Many people are bald, | cause Mother told me to. life. I was too frightened to scream or 
yet very few of these cases are hopeless That's why Mil 

I offer you this contract—if within 30 days you are not His father was old Andrew Miller, and *even try to stop him. I just clung to the 


completely eatietied, say so. And your Money is instant- | everyone said that he had more money horn of the saddle while he raced up the 
than the wealthiest person in Elton. He hill in a cloud of dust. I didn’t know what 

Send for Booklet owned a tWo-thousand acre farm about ‘to do, and wouldn’t have been able to do 

Let me send you a wonderfully interesting free booklet eight miles out of town, and from all re-° it if EF had. I could see myself being 


describing my simple effective treatment Just mail 
coupon. You want hair 4 month from now; send that | ports he had money hidden in every corner carried into our front parlor with both 


soupon TODAY Allied Merke Institute, ‘Inc., Dept. 

1155, 512 Fifth Ave. N. ¥. ¢ of his farmhouse. He bred Holstein cows my armssand legs all dangling and broken. 
ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTE, Inc., Dept. 1155. and grew hundreds of Scres of wheat and Then something came swirling by me, 
512 Fifth Avenue, New York City. rye that he shipped out of Elton by the leaving a cloud of dust that nearly choked 


Please send me—without cost or obligation—a copy oa 3 very $s ime. People said > > Drakes > s 
arload every harvest t I me. I heard the t rake s of a car screech 
scribing the Merke System. . that ifthe ever drew his money out of the in front of me. Suddenly I saw Franklin 
town bank, there wouldn’t be any bank looming up in the center of the road, his 


whether ox | left, and everyone in town would starve arms held wide. My horse half halted, 
to death—one of those silly, exaggerated swung to one side, and I went pitching 

<a ‘** [tales that always seems to fasten itself to off into the bushes alongside the rogd. 

City State. a person who minds his own business. didn’t know whether to scream or just lie 


Franklin, his son, left the farm to go to there. I remember that I wondered why 
a medical college, and the whole town nothing hurt, and then I felt Franklin’s 
gasped in astonishment. arms gather me up and carry me to a 


br beer lersonal » “What on earth does he want to become grassy bank. _ 
) |a doctor for, with that great big farm It was just like a story book. He put 
Yglene 1 waiting there for him?” everyone asked. me on the grass, holding my head on his 


But he didn’t bother to answer them. knee. His face was drawn with worry and 
Cx ENIENT personal } | every summer to work on the farm and were trying to speak. 


He just kept on at school, coming home concern and his lips moved as though he 


enna Cones.” This mind his own business. The only grain of I managed a smile, and his eyes grew 
J aey ged 4 | salt I ever got so far as he was concerned eager and full of gladness. The trees be- ai 
is a true germicide i | was that he didn’t bother with any of the gan to settle back and reshape themselves, pi 
Recommended and used wich rest of the girls in Elton. The few times and the sky didn’t seem to ee ee = 
— —L., eee he came to town each summer he usually back and forth above me. I n [a little Il 
for "women of rehmement sod | took me riding or came up to sit on the to see how badly I was hurt, and when : 
wos deodorant is 0h your die porch for a little while and just talk. there wasn’t any pain I smiled. L, 
ee 4 0 eee My, how sweet my mother was to him! Franklin was looking into my eyes, de- 
47 supply you just sand $1.00 directs She always rushed around to bring us vouring my face and hair. 
2419 Washington St. ioe 70. isco, Cal. out some nice cold lemonade or some of Suddenly it came to me that this was my Ar 
) : : her spiced cookies. Then she would sit opportunity! I knew that if Mother had 4 
(en ILE | down and tell him what a wonderful been there she would have shouted, th 
, : daughter she had! And whenhe began to «“Faint! Faint!” So I closed my eyes a 
for Feminine : agree just a little bit she would take ad- with a little moan and moved my face 
vantage of it and begin to ask him ques- over so that it lay against his hand. I Ro 
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Men! Heres a 
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[1 GUARAN jon in 
To Give we Tre arment 
New Hair CY 
In30 Days / 
— OrNo Cost / 
| | 


TO HELP COVER COST OF 
/ HANDLING, WE WILL SEND | 
YOU A FULL CUT ONE CARAT 


Corodite 
DIAMOND 


NO MORE TO PAY 

No C.0.D.—Nothing to Buy or Sell 
No Strings Attached to This Offer 
We are making this remarkable offer so that 
every lover of beautiful jewelry can have 
the opportunity of comparing a _Corodite 
Gem side by side with a Genuine Diamond. 
We want you to see with your own eyes the 
fiery flashing beauty of this Gorgeous Gem. 
CORODITE ‘DIAMONDS are double polished 
and have the true diamond (32 facet) cut. 
So closely do they r ble the g ine that 
even lifetime experts are astonished. — 

The illustrations above show how beautiful a 
CORODITE looks when mounted in a Ring. 
Send your name and address and 10¢ in coin 
or-stamps (to help cover cost of handling? 
to us Teday. You will receive your Coro- 
dite Diamond by return mail, Fully Prepaid. 


E. Richwine Co. Dept.cse 


Beautiful Complexion 
IN 15 DAYS 


couplexicn of blac! 
wi end red spots, er 


A 
is different 
salves, soaps, of plaster: 
pot. vapor massage, roll or 
plements. No jet, no fasting. 
> ie. Cannot injure the most delicate 
Sor my 
@ated. Send no money. get 
Dorothy Ray, 646 N. Michigan Bivd., Suite 35, Chicago 
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Learn to Draw 
at Home 


Simple Method Makes It Amazingly Easy 


Trained artists earn from $50 to over $250 a 


week. Tremendous demand right now for good 
art work. Magazines, newspapers, advertisers, 
printing houses, etc. 

ecome an artist through this quick, easy 
method—right at home in spare time. earn 
Illustrating, Designing and Cartooning. Actual 
fun learning this way. Individual attention by 
mail from one of America’s most famous artists. 
Learn to draw and éarn big money. 

Send For FREE BOOK 

Just printed—a new book which describes the latest 
developments and wonderful opportpnities in Commercial 
Art, and gives full details of this quick, easy method 
of learning to draw ells all about our students— 
their suceesses—what they say—actual reproductions of 
their work—and how many earned big money even 
while learning. Write for this Free Book and details 
of special offer. Mail postcard or letter now. 

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 
Room 965-D, 1115-15th St. N. W., Washington, D. C. 


could feel his hand tremble, and then I 
opened my eyes and let my lids flicker for 
an, instant. 

“Genevieve! Dear!” 

I smiled up into his eyes again and 
made a move as though to sit up. But 
Franklin’s arms were about me so that 
when I sat upright my lips were within 
six inches of his. I felt his head bend 
toward me. I smiled into his eyes again, 
and then his lips touched mine, fiercely 
and eagerly. My arm slipped up around 
his shoulder and he drew me to him so 
that the breath was nearly crushed from 
my body. There wasn’t any acting about 
it then, either, because I could feel a 
little tremor of happiness run through my 
whole body as I relax@d in his arms. 

He lifted his head and said, “Oh, dear- 
est, if you had been hurt!” and an expres 
sion of pain came into his eyes. 

“Maybe | am,” I said a little weakly. 

“Do you—do you hurt any place?” he 
asked. 

I had to laugh then. What a question 
for a doctor to ask! He grew red in the 
face and laughed with me and crushed 
my lips again. 


Boys had kissed me before, but they | 


weren't kisses like that! I wanted to take 
his face between my hands and run my 


hands through his ruffled brownish hair. | 


Then we heard a car coming down the 
road and he helped me to my feet. 

“We'd better look for your horse,” 
Franklin said. 

“Leave him where he is!” I said, and | 
stepped a little gingerly because of a 
bruise on my hip. Franklin put his arm 
about my waist and we went shuffling 
through the dust toward his car.’ He got 
the horse, and we drove back to town, 
leading it with a long rope extending over 
the back seat to the horse. 

Mother happened to be sitting on the 


porch when we arrived home, and when | 


she saw Franklin jump out of the car and 
take my arm as though I were a walking 
doll that might upset and break, her eyes 
flew wide in astonishment. Then she was 


all over the place trying to make things | 


nice for both of us. 

. But in a few moments she nearly spoiled 
it all by trying to nail Franklin down to 
something concrete. I could see sh) 
away, and I managed to scowl at Mother 
so fiercely that she went into the house, 
banging the screen door after hers Frank- 
lin’s eyes followed her in amazement, and 
I said, “You mustn’t mind her. She is 
just worried because something might have 
happened to me!” 


E GRINNED and said, “Something 
has happened to'you, hasn’t it?” Thien 


he touched my hand like a child touches a | 


piece of china that is denied him. I could 
feel the blood quicken in my veins, and my 
breath seemed to choke up into my throat. 
It seemed too wonderful to be true then, 
because I was sincere and really in love. 

The next day all Elton knew that 
Franklin and I were in love. And, accord- 
ing to the story, we were going to be 
married the very day he finished as an 
interne at the hospital in the city. 

Mother even went to call of old Andrew 
Miller within a few days. She came away 
acting a little urfcertain. Elton laughed 
over that just as they laughed over Grand- 
father Shaulding’s blindness! 


But the rest of Franklin’s vacation was | 
My nose went a little | 


paradise fo me. 
higher in the air and Mother’s courage 
seemed to double. You could fairly hear 
her saying, “See! I guess you'll all step 
around now, with my daughter marrying 
the wealtffiest boy in the county!” 

The first of August, Franklin went back 
to the city and Elton became unbearable 
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Many of your friends 
think that you are too 
fat. You too realize it. So 
why don’t you get rid of 
that extra 10, 20 50, or | 
more pounds? I am a 

hysician licensed by the 

tate of New York. I 
have for years treated 
men and women over- 
burdened with excessive 
flesh; many have reduced 
at a very rapid rate. I pre- 
scribe for my patients 
such treatment as will in 
my opinion, produce not 
only loss of weight with- | 
out harm, but an improve- 
ment in health. Don’t take 
my word for it. Let me 
send you 


FREE 


MY TRIAL TREATMENT 
AND INTERESTING BOOKLET 


and convince yourself. I have successfully treated 
thousands of patients for fat reduction 
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At afl D Department Stores 


to me. Once a week I went into the city 
and we went to movies and to dinner. 
When he put me on the train for home, 
1 was so happy that it seemed I would 
float away on my dreams. I don't think 
any girl has ever been happier than I was 
in those first two or three weeks. Every 
afternoon | would take a book of love 
poems and walk up in the woods above 
town. Under the largest spreading maple 
I could find, I would sit down and read 
and dream of Franklin until I could feel 
his lips touching mine and hear his voice 
whispering in my ear. 

When Franklin finished his training, I 
hoped that we could be married and that 
he would start a practice some place be- 
side Elton, beca@se I knew that if we 
stayed there, Mother would be constantly 
trying to tell us what to do and how to do 
it and when to do it. And Franklin was 
too sweet and sincere to be made unhappy 
in that way. 

I think it was the third week after 
Franklin went back, on a Wednesday 
afternoon, that I was sitting on the front 
porch sewing away at a center-piece. <A car 
drew up in front of the house, a great 
shiny car with bright nickel trimmings. 
And up in the front seat, beside the man 
who drove it, sat Father. 

I heard Dad ask him to come in for a 
moment, and he shook his head, glancing 
toward the house. Then he saw me. Our 
eyes met for an instant, and the next 
thing I knew they were standing on the 
porch before me. 

“Mr. Cranston,” I heard Dad saying. 
I'll never forget the way,Raymond Crans- 
ton bent over my hand, his blue eyes never 
leaving’ mine. I felt a crimson flush cover 
my face at his gaze. But somehow I liked 
the suave, smooth way in which he talked 
and moved and looked into my eyes as 
though that was the one thing he had 
been waiting to do for all of his life. 

It seemed he was there for only a few 
minutes, but in that length of time he 
conveyed the idea that he was wealthier 
than Croesus. He spoke of the expensive 
car in front of the house as a “cheap 
motor” and almost sneered when he re- 
ferred to his cottage at the lake—“a 
shack” he called it! 

I could see Mother’s eyes opening wide, 
and then she kept watching him every 
time he looked at me. All the time I was 
trying fo be nice to him, but he didn’t in- 
terest me any more than Bill Baldwin the 
Elton grocer. I was in love, and there 
wasn't anyone in the world so wonderful 
as my Franklin. 

Before he left he asked if he couldn't 
take me up to meet some of the people at 
is cottage the nexteday, and when I saw 

ie expression in Mother’s eyes I didn’t 
dare refuse. 


CAN hardly remember the wa things 

happened after that. It seemed that the 
next few.days were just a_ whirlwind, 
with Raymond Cranston in the center 
desperately holding to my hand to keep 
me there, and Mother pushing a little 
from the outside. 

We went whizzing around town and out 
through the open country in his big car 
while the whole town gaped and talked. 
“A nice way for her,to be acting when 
she’s just become engaged to Franklin,” 
they said. . 

Mother sat in the back seat of Ray- 


| mond’s car like a queen in her royal car- 


riage. And Raymond, seeing that Mother 


| held the reins to everything at our house, 


played on her sentiment by telling her 
wonderful stories of his cleverness and 
talking about his money, mogey, money 
until I thought I would go mad. After 
Mother and he decided what we would do 
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each day, they would ask me what I 
thought, and then do it, whatever I might 
think. 

1 could see what was coming, and I 
lay awake long, dreary nights, burying my 
head in my pillow, so that Mother wouldn't 
hear me sobbing. 

Tfen, almost before I realized it, Ray- 
mond had gone to the city and come back 
with a two-carat diamond set in platinum. 
And before I could say yes or no, or even 
have time to adjust things in my mind, it 
was on my finger and I was in his arms 
trying t6 return his kisses. 

It all sounds as though I was a perfect 
imbecile, but what could I do? When 
any girl has had her mother’s apron 
strings tied around her as long as I had, 
it wasn’t possible to cast them aside in a 
day. I was young and impressionable, 
and hadn't been taught to think for my- 
self in even the simplest things. This 
was too big a problem for me to try’ to 
fight. So I just let Mother lead me as 
she had always done, faintly protesting 
and begging Dad to help me. But he had 
no more chance than I of changing 
Mother's ideas. 


HE made me write Franklin a note 

telling him that I couldn’t marry him; 
that someone else had come along that I 
really loved. In three weeks! If it hadn't 
been so tragic for me, I could have gone 
into gales of laughter! 

It was three days later that we drove 
down by Andrew Miller’s farm just as 
Franklin came out of the gateway in his 
little car. I didn’t even know that he was 
home, and when I saw him I| wanted to 
jump down into the tonneau of the car 
and hide. 

But of course Raymond had never heard 
of Franklin, so it didn’t make any differ- 
ence to him when we went shooting by, 
leaving Franklin a cloud of dry dust to 
remember me by. I couldn’t help looking 
back after we had passed. He gat there 
in his little car by the front gate, staring 
after us, and I could feel the anger that 
surged through him and the disgust he 
had in his heart for me. 

A week later, Raymond and I were 
married. I think Mother realized that if 
we had a big wedding in the church that 
about half of the people we wanted to 
come would stay home. So she insisted 
that we have just a quiet little ceremony 
at home with just my family and two or 
three of Raymond’s friends. 

I felt like a lamb being [ed to slaughter 
that afternoon. I admired Raymond, be- 
cause he was always kind and sweet and 
considerate, but somehow I felt that after 
he had got me, things wouldn't be the 
same. I could tell by the way he had 
treated the people, in the stores in Elton, 
and the way be hogged the road with his 
car, and the way he talked about, himself. 

I cried until there weren't any more 
tears, the night before we weré married. 
Then I stood there dry-eyed and white, 
trembling from my head to my feet, while 
our minister married us. It was all like 
a dreadful nightmare, and I kept praying 
aH the time that something would happen 
to stop it. But nothing did. 

I could hear all of Elton saying, “Well, 
I hope her mother is satisfied now. She’s 
tried hard enough to make Genevieve marry 
money! But no good will come of it, you 
mark my words; she'll get her just de- 
serts for treating Franklin Miller the way 
she did!” 

And somehow in my heart I felt the 
same way about it. My heart bled for 
Franklin, because I had known that he 
really loved me. 

Too, I knew that I had loved him with 
all of my heart and soul. I felt like a 
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traitor to both Raymond and Franklin. 

During the winter, Raymond and I 
lived at one of the best hotels in the city. 
He bought me a fur coat that simply took 
me to a heaveg of delight. When I went 
home with it, Mother carted jt around to 
all the neighbors, sticking it under their 
noses, exulting over it. I began to won- 
der how long it would be before she tried 
to get some things from Raymond. I 
knew that it wasn’t going to be so easy as 
she thought, either, now that we were 
safely married, 


At first, Raymond was as sweet as any- 
one in the world could have been. We 
lived far beyond anything I had ever 


dreamed of, and yet he always seemed to 
have a little difficulty in straightening out 
his bills as they came due. He would 
laugh and say that his money was tied up 
pretty tightly, and having héard. Mother’s 
stories for all*of my life, I never thought 
anything about it—until he began staying 
away from our room in the hotel and 
instructing me what to tell the hundred- 
and-one collectors who came to. get 
money. Some of them were nice, but 
others got surly and nasty, and said 
things that left me flushed and a little 
afraid. 

Then a began disappearing for 
two or three days at a time, telling me 
that he was called out of ,town on busi- 
mess and never leaving me even enough 
money to tip the servants in the hotel. 

When Mother came to see me, I tried to 
cover it up;.I didn’t want her to know 
the way thifl&s really were. I knew that 
she would take Raymond to task and then 
she would find out that he wasn't all the 
gentleman that she supposed him to be. 


O: THOSE nights! Long, terrible 
nights when I lay there with my 
nerves taut, a little sickening feeling com- 
ing into my stomach every time a footstep 
passed my door, afraid of something I 
could feel hovering over me! 

Raymond would come in looking hag- 
gard and worn. I thought it was from 
business worries, and tried to get him to 
tell me about his troubles; I urged that 
we move to a cheaper place until he had 
things straightened out. But he laughed 
shortly, and finally confided to me that 
we couldn’t move; that if we so much as 
made a move the hotel people would be 
demanding all of their money. 

Even that didn’t frighten me so much 
as it would have if I hadn’t heard people 
at. our own front door for all of my life, 
demanding payment on this or that bill. 

Then late one afternoon Raymond came 
rushing into the room, his eyes wide with 
worry and fright. Hardly speaking to me, 
he began throwing things into a handbag. 
I tried to help him, but he only snarled at 
me and told me to get out of his way. 

So I sat down on the bed and tried to 
kéep the tears out of my eyes. Dumb!— 
just plain dumb, that was what I was! 

In a few minutes he was going out the 
door without even stopping to kiss me. 
I cried out to him as he started to close 
it, and he hesitated, back and forth for an 
instant, then came in beside me. Almost 
roughly, he took my face between his 
hands and said, “I’m sorry, Genevieve. I 
tell you what you'd better do. Just pack 
up a bag and go down to see your mother 
for a couple of days. Stay there until I 
come back, I'll let you know what day 
I’m coming, and you can meet me.”* Then 
he kissed me on the lips and went flying 
out of the room. 

I ut on my nicest dress after I had 
dried my tears, packed a little bag, and 
got the afternoon train to Elton. 

People didn’t seem to be quite as glad 
to see me as they might have been, and 
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| the whispers behind my back cut like a 
| knife. Some of the people couldn’t keep 
| the disgust out of their eyes when Mother 
| began boasting about my husband, his 
money, and the way we lived. 

Girls I had known all of my life passed 
by me on the street with just a little nod, 
the boys said sneering, laughing 
| things under their breath when I passeds 

I wanted to go back to the city and hide 
away, but I didn’t dare. Something 
| warned me that I had better stay home 

until I heard from Raymond. 

A week passed and he didn’t even write 
ito me. I became so worried that I 
|‘ couldn’t sleep or eat, and Mother stormed 
at me for having such a husband! 


NE day—I'fl never forget the way 

those foatsteps sounded on the front 
porch—I was helping Mother clean up, and 
had on an old dress. I hesitated about 
going to the door when the bell rang, until 
Mother called to me. Then I just opened 
it a tiny bit and asked the man what he 
wanted. He looked at me for a moment 
and then gave the door a little push so 
that it bumped my nose. Anger flared in 
| my heart when I| saw that bis foot was in 
| the crack of the door and he was pushing 
lit slowly open, advancing into the room. 
After a moment he said: 

“You're Mrs. Cranston, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” I said weakly. 

“Where's your husband?” 

“He's away.” 

“Away where?” 

“I don’t know—he—he didn't say where 
he was going.” 

“Humph!” He reached in his pocket 
and brought out a paper. I could feel my 
knees sagging beneath me, and I sat down 
rather quickly so he wouldn’t see my 
fright. 

“I’m from R. B. Kaufmann and Com- 
pany and I want your fur coat,” he 
growled. 

“You want what?” I gasped. 

“Your fur coat, lady. It ain’t paid for.” 

Mother came into the room then, and 
| she went across the room, her eyes spit- 
| ting fire. “You get out of here!” she said. 
| The man looked from Mother's kead to 
|her feet and shook his head. “Lady, I 
|ain’t goin’ out of here until I have the 
coat or four hundred and sixty-eight dol- 
\lars. Or your daughter goes with me.” 

That set Mother back a little, and she 
asked, “What do you mean? Who are 
you?” 

“I’m a detectivé, lady, with R. B. Kauf- 
mann, The fur coat your daughter has 
ain’t paid for. There is four instalments 
due on it now,, and it goes back if you 
don’t pay up.” 

For once in her life Mother was beaten. 
She just stood looking at him, unable to 
reply. I got up and stole up the stairs. I 
took the coat from a hanger and brought 
it back down and put it in his arms. 
Anything to get him out of the house! 
| Mother made a motion as thoygh to stop 
me, and then she just sat down in a chair, 
staring at the door after the man went out. 

I began to cry, and Mother told me to 
keep still. Then she walked out into the 
kitchen and closed the door. When Dad 
got home a little bit later, Mother told 
him and then said he ought to have known 
| better than to bring Raymond Cranston 
to the house in the first piace} 

But my troubles had just begun. They 
came the next day for my engagement 
rings and the day after that the hotel 

»ple sent a man down to find out about 

aymond. They threatened to arrest me 
for evading my bill, but Mother drove 
them out of the house. 

I could almost see Mother growing 
older before my eyes during that week. 
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And when a Mr. Benton came down from 
the city in a big foreign car and. told us 
that Raymond had been his secretary and 
had stglen and sold most of the things in 
his house while he was in Europe, it was 
the last straw. 

Mother collapsed that day, and it was I 
who had to bear the brunt of the sneers 
arid laughs of all. Elton. She stayed at 
home, in bed, and Dad and I had to face 
the town. But it wasn’t so terrible then, 
because all my senses were dulled and 
nothing made any difference. I tried to 
make her understand that I didn’t care, 
but her spirit had been broken and she 
just moaned and turned away from me, 
saying that she hoped they would catch 
Raymond and put him in jail for,the rest 
of his life. 

Women refused even to speak to me, 
and I begged Dad to give up his position 
and move to the city. But for once in his 
life, he was firm, refusing to budge an 
inch, He stood his ground too, even be- 
fore Mother. 

While Mother lay in bed, the flu epi- 
demic broke forth in Elton, Almost over- 
night old Doctor Reynolds visited half 
the houses in town, and sent to the city 
for nwses. But there were no nurses to 
be had any place. The few available 
around Elton were working night and day, 
rushing from patient fo patient, with 
barely enough time to eat and sleep. 

It was while the town was desperately 
calling for aid that Franklin came back 
and began helping Doctor Reynolds. And 
the first time I saw him he proved to me 
that he was the man I had thought him 
to be, because he came up to me with real 
sorrow in his eyes and told me that he 
was sorry. I couldn’t stand and talk to 
him, because tears blinded me. I just 
smiled and thanked him and, ran away. 

After that he was distant and barely 
bowed when we passed on the street, but 
I knew how much that effort had cost him 
and I respected and loved him for it. 


WO of the recruited nurses fell ill 
with the flu and died because of their 
rundown condition. 

Then Doctor Reynolds became ill and 
died within three days, leaving the burden 
of caring for the whole town on Franklin. 
Every time I would see him rushing about 
in his car, he would look a little thinner 
and drawn. But he never stopped for a 
moment, doing the work of a dozen men. 

Finally he called for volunteers to equip 
the townhall as a hospital so that he, could 
centralize all the patients. In a half-day 
there were forty people moved from their 
own homes .to the little single cots, and 
just one nurse to care for them. 

The town held a meeting to ask for 
volunteer nurses. I #heard about it, and 
when Franklin got to his feet and begged 
the women to aid, I was the first one down 
the aisle. It wasn’t heroism on my part, 
but just a desire to.help Franklin and ease 
a little of the bitterness I had put in his 
heart. 

When he saw me coming down the aisle, 
his face broke into a smile and he walked 
forward to meet me like the minister in 
our church, I could feel the eyes of the 
whole town upon me. And then someone 
in the back began to applaud. Then in 
another minute it seemed that the whole 
place would just cave in, the way they 
cheered. I blushed and wanted to hide 
my face in the front of Franklin’s coat. 
He held to my hand while he waited for 

others to answer his call. But there 
wasn’t anyone left who didn’t have one 
of their own family. to care for. 

My, how proud I was in those few 
weeks, fighting side by side with Frank- 
lin, sleeping for a few minutes on a cot 
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WRINKLES GONE! FRECKLES GONE} 


SEE THEM GO QUICK! 


This New Way. 
GERMAN DISCOVERY 
Works Wonders in 3 Days! 

EAD FREE OFFER! Worry no 

more over your pimples, blackheads, 

large pores, shiny nose, skin scales, 
unsightly blemishes and wrinkles that make 
you look old! Learn FREE how to have a 
new, clear, smooth skin on face, neck, arms, 
hands or any part of body. Makes you look 
more youthful and heautiful—years younger! 
New skin comes—old skin goes! Blemishes 
GONE, because they're OFF! Simple, harm- 
less, easy! Different from anything vou ever 
tried! All explained in wonderful new book 
in English language— 


“BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS” 


Send no money—just a postcard—you get it 
by return mail, postpaid—FREE! 

Address MARVO CO., Dept. 26-G, 
1658 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 


Orange Blossom 


PERFUME 
From Florida 


the land of the Orange Blossom, comes Bo- 
Kay, the distinctive fragrance. The quiet 
distinction in Bo-Kay Orange Bl@ssom Per- 
fume and Toilet Water is found within the 
pearl-like drops extracted from the heart of 
the Orange Blossom, the romantic bridal 
flower. SPECIAL OFFER 
Send $1.00 today for a large bottle of 
Orange Blossom Toilet Water or half- 
* ounce bottle of Perfume or, send for 
combination introductory offer of 


. purse size vial of perfume and trial 
\S size of face powder 
AN (specify white, flesh 25° 
or brunette) for 
2 BO-KAY PERFUME Co. 


pt. 8, Bo-Kay Building 
NACKSONVILLE, FLA, 


Increase Your Height! 


Develo, your hysical Simple 
Natural. Es we thod. W increase 


height and tm rite 
| THE NATURAL METHOD BUREAU, ATLANTIC CITY, W. J. 


LOSE WEIGHT! 

bad discovery 

chew “Re- 

Chew and Gtow Thin! 

after every meal. Delicious mint flavor. Lese § 

pounde a week. Results assured. Contains no 

varmful ingredients. No thyroid or drugs. Month's 

supply sent postpgid (in plain wrapper) on receipt of 
$1.00. Money reffinded if not satisfied. 


B. & K. CO. 
246~ -5th Ave., Dept. 52, New York — 


SAVE YOUR BODY 


Conserye Your Health 
and Efficiency First 
“] would not part with it for $10,000” 


Sowritesan enthusiastic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS 
and MEN. Devel- 

erect, gracefil figure. 


Brings restful relief comfort, abil- 
ity to do things, health, strength. Also 


Wear it 30 Days Free at Our Expense 


Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces supports misplaced in 
enlarged abdomen; straightens and ~—= | the 
; corrects stooping shoulders; develops lungs, chest and 
bust: relieves backac he; curvatures, nervousness, ru 
constipation, after effects of Flu. Comfortabie, easy to wear. 


Write for illustrat- 

Keep Yourself Fit for 

etc., and read our liberal proposition, 
WARD Cc. RASH Pres., Natural 

169 Rash Building SALINA, KARGAS 


| “I’m so tired,” 


| 


| talk except in little monosyllables. 


in the town hall, grabbing my meals from 
a tray in snatches! And all the time he 
was so kind and gentle with me! Even 
at the start, when | made silly, stupid 
mistakes, he only smiled into my eyes 
and patiently corrected me. ° 

For three weeks we waged our battle 
and saved most of our patients. 
wasn't a family in Elton that wasn't 
touched, and there were deaths in nearly 
half of them. 

I'll never forget that day that we de- 
cided to move the few remaining patients 
back home. After it was all completed, 
Franklin and I went back to get our 
personal things. 

We-were too tired and weary even to 
Frank- 
|} lin sank down in a chair on the platform 
|and buried his face in his hands. I heard 
a little moan escape his lips, and I went 
up beside him and put my hand on his 
hair, just lightly. He stirred and took 


|my hand between both of his and. then 


| held it against his cheek. 
he said. 

“IT know,—dear!” It just slipped out, 
and then he was looking up into my eyes 
smiling so sweetly and tenderly. 

He pulled me over beside him and rested 
his face against my breast. After a 
moment he said, like a tired little boy: 

“Will you divorce him and marry me, 
| Genevieve ?” 
| For a moment I stood there, my heart 
‘beating so fast it left me even weaker. 
“Yes, Franklin,” was all I could say— 
all I wanted to say. 
“We've earned some 
Gen,” he said. 

And so the chapter ended—but I wonder 
if I might not have avoided the humilia- 
tion and degradation that was mine, if 
Mother had not kept me tied to her apron 
strings. 


happiness now, 


| | 


W. M., 

Arlington, Ohio. 

A FARMER had just built a big barn. 
One day as he was going off to town, 

he told his two boys to cut a small hole 

in one of the sides so that the cat could 

get in and out at will, The boys cut a 

hole just beside the big barn door, but 

when the farmer returned and saw it he 

was much displeased. 

“Why can’t I depend on you boys to do 
a single thing right?” he exclaimed 
angrily. “Don’t you know that hole is in 
the wrong place?” 

“Why?” asked the boys. 

The farmer fairly snorted. Leaping 
from the buggy, he seized the barn-door 
and swung it open, and, of course, it 
covered the opening. 

“Now, how in the name of sense can 
| the cat get into the barn when the door 
is open?” 


J. W., 
Ogdefi, Utah. 
HE plumber worked and the helper 
stood helplessly looking on. He was 
learning the business. 
day. 
my time?” 
“Certainly, boob,” came the reply. 
“But I haven't done anything.” 
The plumber, 
been looking at the finished job with a 
lighted candle. 
Handing the two inches of it that were 
still unburned to the helper, he said: 


scientious—blow that out?” 
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There | 


This was his first | 


“Say,” he inquired, “do you charge for | 


to fill in the hour, had | 


“Here—if you gotta be so durn con- 


His Sala 
Was Raised 


while others were reduced 


“Up to the time I enrolled for a course 
with the International Correspondence 
Schools, I had only a grade-school edu- 
cation. Since enrolling, I have advanced 
to a much better position, where my 
salary is nearly four times as much as I 
was making previously. I would not be 
able to hold my present position had I 
not taken your Course. Recently I re- 
ceived a nice increase in salary, while 
other men were being reduced.” 


Read that last sentence again—‘‘Recently I re- 
ceived a nice increase in salary, while other men 
were being reduced.” 

There could be no better proof of the value of an 
I. C. S. course than that. It shows that the trained 
man is given preference over all others and paid 
more money, even in slack times, if his work de 
serves it. It shows that there are always bigger, 
better jobs open for men who have the foresight to 
prmpere for them in spare time. 

Why don’t you study and get ready too? We'll 
be glad to help you if you will only make the start. 

Choose the work you like best in the coupon 
below; then mark and mail it to the s. 
today. This doesn’t obligate you in the least, but 
it will bring you information that will start you on 
a successful career. This is your opportunity. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6255-E, Seranton, Penna. 

Oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world 

Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Menagement )Salesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
Better Let 
tering 
|\Stenography and Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service 
Mail 
Com Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating 
_AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Flectrical Engi 
Electric 7 ighting 
Mechanica] Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mappi 
Metallurgy 0 Min 
Steam Engineering Eadio 


Architects’ Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry & 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
(a and Poultry 
| Mathematics 


Occu 
if ‘in Conada, “pend this coupon to the ‘Interna- 
tionel Corr Schools Canadian Limited, Montrea 


ori Waterproof Liquid Dressing 

the and brows. Your first applica- 
tion will make your lashes seem long, dark 
heavy, and your eyes very large and bright. 

Send for Free Two Weeks’ Supply 

You will never know what beautiful ae you really have 
until you use Delica-Brow. Send a free trial bot- 
tle today. Kindly enclose 1c for parking and mailing. 


Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 25 
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Amazing New 
Hot Oil 


‘Treatment 


You women who long for the sheer beauty 
of glossy tuxuriant tresses—you men 
who labor under the handicap of scant 
or lifeless hair—read every fine of this 
advertisement. Here is an announcement 
that means much to your future happiness. 


that Hot Oil has valuable 
Ip troubles But many 
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nd hair or 
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SHAMPOO 


Three Simple Steps 


Hot Tre 


the simplest facial” 


atment Is 
treatment First 
rubbing it thoroughly into the scalp 
little blood underlying 
washing out the Oil 
and clean. Then 
scalp thoroughly. 
over 15 or 20 


MeGowan 3-Part as easy 


timulatin the 
the skir Next the Shampoo, 
nd leaving the hair and scalp frest 
Hairgro, again rubbing the 
The entire treatment need not take 
minutes. 


vessels 


apply 


Note to Wives 
If your husband is threatened with baldness; if his 
hair is falling out or getting thin in spots, order 
this remarkable Hot O11 Treatment for him right 
sway Results are positive and quick—or you get 
ur money back 


Special Introductory Offer 


ular price of the 3-Part Treatment 
but in order introduce it 
first 16,000 atments slightly 
that price $2.97 for entire 
get full sized bottles of these three famous 
MecGowan's Hot Oil, MeGowan'’s Shampoo 
jowan’s Hairgro—enough for @ complete 30- 
t formerly paid for one 
is barely enough to 
to profit by the good 
treatment among your 
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will say for this 


Send No Money— 


Simply fill in the application 
short time the postman will bring the complete 30- 
Day, Three Part Treatment and you can deposit with 
him the special introductory price of $2.98 (plus a 
few cents postage) If, after a thirty-day trial, your 
hair has not stopped falling out, if dandruff and 
itching scalp aren't things of the past, if your hair 
isn’t ith thicker and more lustrous than ever before 
all you need do is return unused portion and we 
will cheerfally refund the purchase price. 
Don't put it off. Sign and mail the coupon téday. 


and mail today In a 


McGOWAN LABORATORIES 
71@ West Jackson Blvd. Ghicago 
The McGowan Laboratories, 
710 West Jackson Blvd., Dept. 183, 
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within 30 days and you are to refund the purchase price 
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Apple Cores 


[Continued from page 39] a 


night, and before the warm fire of her 
young jnterest, I told her snatches of my 
life: an episode in the Argentine, a storm at 
Cape Horn, a knife fight at Sonora, the 
wolf-chorus of the barren lands, and so on. 
Chings I had seen, done, or heard of. Until 
one night I became aware of a strange rest- 
lessness in her. 

There was another fellow who was also 
calling on her, a steady, handsome Irishman 
named McGuire, who owned a_ small 
trucking business. He had been calling on 
her before I knew her, and looked on me 
with hard eyes. 

“For who is he?” he would ask her 
mother and father. “A man from nowhere, 
and with no trade!” and they were of that 
way of thinking, and told me so, plainly. 

So when I found Kitty was restless when 
with me, there came on me, once more, 
that old, baffled conviction that for me there 
would never be any but the apple cores of 
life. If it had not been for the Code that 
Tom had pounded into me, I would have 
quit, and wandered away, but I remembered, 
“Hit hard and fight fair,” so I shut my 
teeth and continued to call on Kitty. 


UT I couldn't talk much now. I had 

little to talk about but the places I had 
been and the things I had seen, and to talk 
of that would keep before her eyes the fact 
that I was a homeless wanderer. Yet my 
own thoughts were often on these far 
places where I had been. And sometimes 
| wished I could have both Kitty and my 
wanderings, but I did not think that I could 
do that, for the far places are not for most 
women. 

I was often silent and glum, while she 
teagtd me, and made fun of my silence, and 
ended by being angry at me. 

Then one night I saw McGuire with a 
girl—a girl I had seen on the streets night 
after night—and a queer fury swept me, 
and was gone, but left me with a feeling of 
exultation. For now I knew that for all my 
faults I was the better man. 

I could have spoken to Kitty, and 
McGuire would have been refused ad- 
mission the next time it pleased him to 
call on her, but—“Hit hard and fight fair!” 
So I held my tongue, and grew grim about 
it. 

But things were drawing to a climax 
between McGuire and me. Our rivalry 
became sharper and more savage, until one 
evening we met in the parlor of the house 
of Kitty’s parents, and he rose and stared 
at me. 

“Kitty, it’s one of us, or neither,” he 
said. “Which of us do you want? This 
ne’er-do-well, or me, with my neat little 
trucking business and a good name. Wait! 
I must tell you that this man is a bad man, 
and I have seen him going with one of the 
*‘round-the-corner girls—if you know 
what—” 

“You lie!” I roared, crazy with rage 

“The word of a guilty man!” sneered 
McGuire, and we started for each other 
with murder in our hearts. But Kittyecried 
out, “Wait!” and we hesitated for a minute. 

“Wait!” she said, and her face was 
strange and white. “It is you I want, 
Danny McGuire, but I must tell you that 


I am not what I seem. I am a good girl— 
but I do not know who my people may be! 
Dad and Mother found me, as a baby, in 
the street; and they had no children—and 
they were lonely—and so——’ 

Then there came a great quiet on the 
room, but I could remember only what she 
had said, “It is you I want—” with her 
hands out to McG#iire, and I thought, bit- 
terly, again of the apple I never had. I 
turned slowly away, and McGuire laughed! 

There is honest laughter, and polite 
laughter, and there is another kind of 
laughter, and it was the third kind that 
McGuire used. I turned and stared. He 
was looking at her, the mask off his face 
and his hands reaching for her, while his 
eyes—ugh ! 

“Danny!” she gasped, backing from him. 
“Don’t! Don’t look at me that way! I am 
an honest woman—I am! I tell you! I 
am!” she cried, furiously. 

Again McGuire's sneering, 
laugh rang out, and then— 

I knocked him clear across the room, and 
closed with him as he got up. There were 
red lights dancing and flickering in front 
of me, and the lust for his blood was in my 
heart; but it was his words, not his fists, 
that stopped me. 

“Cut it, out!” he snarled. “Hell, man— 
you can have her when I am through!” 

In my mind, there came the memory of a 
boy who told me, tauntingly, “You can have 
it!” and hurled his apple into the gutter. 
And the fury | felt then was born again in 
my blood, but a million times worse. 

I hit at the face before me, I strangled 
him, I hit again and again, and stamped on 
his body—cursed him in a_ strangled, 
choking voice until I became aware of soft, 
straining arms around my neck and a light 
body that wrenched and flung from side. to 
side as she clung to me, crying over and 
over: “Don’t! Jimmy, Jimmy! Don’t! 
Don’t! It is murder!” 

Grief and blinding tears and sickening 
revulsion of the thing on the floor weak- 
ened me. I sat down and cried. 

The girl was kneeling by McGuire, 
feeling his heart for sign of life, and now 
she arose, white-faced, shaking. 

“Dead!” she choked. “Jimmy—we must 
go!” . 


HAT’S the use? I asked, wearily. 
“I'd rather be hanged near you than 

free away from you, Kitty # 

“But I am going with you!” 
nd her big, dark eyes met mine. 
I’ve been a fool! 
—lies! 
But——hurry, hurry! 

At the door, I looked back, and 
McGuire’s hand moved. He was not dead. 

“T don’t mind!” Kitty was babbling as she 
hustled me down the stairs. “Honest, 
Jimmy! I—I always wanted to see those 
places—to go, and go—and then all at 
once you wouldn’t even tell me of them 
any more—” 

We had reached the street. I stopped 
and stared up at the stars. 

“Tt’s a fine night!” I murmured, and 
turned to her. “Let’s go to China!” 

“Let's” she whispered. 


mocking 


she cried, 
“Jimmy— 
What they said of you 
They must have been lies, Jimmy ! 


| | 
The law of the sawdust is as old as the big top of the 
circus. It is an unwritten law, but its code governs the 
passions of the troupes and they honor it! 


Read the gripping story of the sawdust in the June 
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SEND NO MONEY 
Genuine Fall Cut Diamonds 


Terms If Desired—6 Months No. 6132 Soltd 
to Pay. Outside U.S. Gold Men's 
Cash with Order or Emblem Ring. 


Genuine 
Diamonds 55 
4-100 each. 


14-Kt. White Gold 
Top. Gold Emblem 
(any Lodge) or an 
initval(Old English ish) 
ellow or white 


— inlaid in Gen- 
“HOPE RUBY 


Also, in Black Onyx 


you geauine 


No. 6598—Any initial al (raised gold) or 
Eastern Star, Rebecca, Mason, Shrine, 
K. of C. emblem instead of initial if 
desired. Send number of ring, size of 


finger, initial or emblem desired and Ne, 6598 — 
ting will be sent for inspection. Ladies’ 
Ask for Free Catalog Genuine 
Buffalo Jewelry Mfg. Co. Black Onyx with 
“*The Mail-Order House"’ Genuine Full Cut 
Dept. 102 


14-Ke 
501 Washington St; N.Y. White Go 


ClearTone, e 


Your 

skin can be 

quickly cleared 

of Pimples, Black- 


heads, Acne Eruptions on 

the face or body, Barbers Itch 

and Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oily 

or Shiny Skim CLEAR-TONE has 

been Tried, Tested and Proven its merits 
an over 100,000 test cases. 


WRITE TODAY for my Free 

Booklet—“‘A CLEAR-TONE 

Skin” —telling how I 
myself after being afflicted for fifteen years. 


E. S. GIVENS 174 Chemical Bidg. Kansas City, Mo. 


Agents $36.aV a Week 


Sel] Jennings Guaranteed 

men, women, children and 
styles and colors. Written guaran 
with each pair. The kind that must wear 
and satisfy or new hose free. new 
line of Silk can't be beat. 


90c an Hour for Spare Time 
Write today. Act as my Local Repre- 
sentative. No experience needed. Just 
see your friendsand neighbors whenever 
you have time during the day or evening. 
Mrs. Kerr of Pa. took orders for $22.60 in 
shours. Charles Schaffer of Wis. 
orders for 30 pairs in one e vening. Clara 
Jess of lowa made $22 in 8 hours. Many 
of our sales agents, most of them in 
small towns, make from $15 to $21 a 
week in their spare time. Samples furnished. Write today. 


Frank B. Jennings Co., Hose 858, Dayton, Ohio 


500 PUNCTURES 
WITHOUT LOSS OF AIR 


A new puncture-proof inner tube has been invented 
by a Mr. F. L. Milburn of Chicago. In actual test 
it was punctured 500 times without loss of air. This 
wonderful new tube increases mileage from 10,000 to 
12,000 miles and eliminates changing tires. It costs 
no more than the ordinary tube and is sold under a 
money-back guarantee. Mr. Milburn wants them 
introduced everywhere and is making a free offer to 
agents. You can write Mr. F. L. Milburn at 
334 W. 47th Street, Chicago. 


Ford Runs 57 Miles 
on Gallon of “Gas” 


A new automatic and self-regulating de- 
vice has been invented by John A. Stransky, 
E-1150 Stransky Building, Pukwana, South 
Dakota, with which automobiles have made 
from 35 to 57 miles on a gallon of gasoline. 
It removes carbon and reduces spark plug 
trouble and overheating. It can be in- 
stalled by anyone in five minutes. Mr. 
Stransky wants distributors and is willing 
to send a sample at his own risk. Write 
him today. 


My House in Order 


[Continued from page 23] 

There was just a bunch of kids there, 
dancing. I was a man—twenty-two! Out 
of college and going to war any day. Of 
course, if they wanted to come up and speak 
to me and ask me questions with their 
mouths hanging open, that was all right; 
but I had to keep my dignity! 

Everything went along fine, too, aru 
young Harry Ayers came dancing by. 
Somehow I forgot to flick my cigarette | 
with that careless air, and even let some 
animation come into my tired, bored eyes 
I straightened my tie and rubbed a little 
shine on my shoes on the back of my 
trouser leg. And waited. 

The next time he danced by, she looked 
straight into my eyes, Flop! felt my 
heart turn over and cram up into my throat 
until I nearly choked. Brown eyes that 
snapped and twinkled with funny little 
lights, and a nose that crinkled up when 
she laughed! 

I went over and joined some of the kids, 
then, and carelessly asked who she was. 
They told me her name was Beatrice 
Duchess. Imagine! Duchess she was, if 
there ever was one! 

Let any person who ever livéd tell me 
that they know the real joys of life and 
that they have never been in love. I didn’t 
know at that minute why I wanted to sing 
and shout and laugh all at once. 

But I knew that all the people around me 
stifled me, and I wanted to go out and be 
alone, hearing the rustle of the leaves in the 
trees, gazing into the splendor of the night. 

Something had happened to me, but I 
didn’t know what until I had Beatrice in 
my arms and she was dancing with me, her 
hand so soft and warm clasped tight in 
mine. No other girl I had ever danced with 
made my arms tremble and my heart beat 
until it seemed to drown out the drums, 

“Do you live in Sharon?” I asked, afraid 
of her answer. 

“Yes.” 

“Funny, I’ve never nantes you before. 
But of course I’ve been away at collége 
for the past four years.” Importantly 

“That’s prob’ly the reason. We've only 
lived here for a few months.” 

Then’ I. said something that has never 
been said before! #It’s funny, but I feel 
as though I had knowrr you all of my life 
—since I was just a kid.” » 

“That's the way I feel toward you, too. 
Funny, isn’t it?” she answered. 

“Awful funny,” I replied. 


HAT was all. We didn’t have to talk. 

I didn’t want to talk. I just wanted to 
keep on dancing forever and ever with my 
duchess in my arms! 

We walked in the moonlight, too, and I 
told her that I was waiting to report for 
active duty in the air service. Her hand 
came over quickly and touched my arm, 
and she just said, “Oh!” Just that, and 
nothing more. But in a few minutes she 
said: 

“T’ll be sorry when you go.” 

“Really sorry?” I asked. 

“Ver 

And we walked back to the club, because 
she had to get home. I asked her if I could 
call her on the telephone, and she told me 
she would be glad if I did—“any time”. 

It was a long time before I went to sleep 
that night. And when I did, I dreamed of 
queens and courts and duchesses. 

How those next few days passed! Every 
minute away from her was torture, and 
every minute with her a new-found heaven 
such as no one had ever known before. 
She was only twenty, ze somehow she 
seemed to be so much older than I, and so 
full of understanding! 

When Ted came hack, he made fun of 
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| Jobs 


1140 to *3300 
A YEAR 


PICK YOUR JOB 


Railway Postal Clerks 
City Mail Carriers 
City Postoffice Clerks 
Clerks at Washington, D.C. 


STEADY POSITIONS 


These are steady positions. Strikes, poor busi- 
ness conditions, lockouts or politics will not 
affect them. S. Government employees get 
— pay for twelve full months every year. 

ine is no such thing as““HARD TIMES” in 
the S. Government Service. 


$1,900 TO $2,700 A YEAR 
Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year, being 
paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. $78.00 
each pay day. Their pay is increased to a maximum of 
$2,700 a year. $112.50 each pay day. 


PAID VACATION 


Railway Postal Clerks, like all Government employees, 
are given a yearly vacation of 15 working days (about 18 
days). On runs they usually work 3 days and have 3 
days off duty or in the same proportion. During this 
off duty and vacation, their pay continues just as though 
they were working. They travel on a Dass when on 
business and see the country. When away from home 
they get extra allowance for hotel. When they grow 
old, they are retired with a pension. 


CITY MAIL CARRIERS 
POSTOFFICE CLERKS 


Clerks and Carriers now commence at $1,700 a year 
and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100. ey 
also have 15 days’ paid vacation. Examinations are 
frequently held in the larger cities. City residence 
unnecessary. 


CLERKS AT WASHINGTON, D. C. 


‘Open to men and women 18 or over) 
Salary $1,140 to $1,860 a year. Required for pleasant 
clerical work in the various government departments 
Washington, D. C 


IS YOUR JOB STEADY? 


Compare these conditions with your present or 
prospective condition, perhaps changing positions _ 
quently, kicking around from post to pillar, no chance in 
sight for PERMANENT employment; frequently out 
of a position and the year’s average salary very low. 


THAT 
ow YOU WiLL GET $2, 700" A YEAR? 


YOU CAN GET THEM 


These positions are not hard to get. Country residents 
and city residents stand equal chance. Experience is 
unnecessary, and political influence is not permitted. 


GET FREE LIST _OF POSITIONS 


Fill out the otoutts Tear it off and mail 
it today—now, at 

DO IT NO ‘Ow This investment of two cents for a 
may result in you getting a Government 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dept. P3202, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

Rush to me entirely free of charge (1) a full de- 
scription of the position checked below; 
examination questions and free sample coaching ; 
copy of illustrated book ‘How To Get a U 
ment Job’; (4) A list of the U. 8. Government Jobs 
now obtainable; (5) Tell me how I can get the position 
1 have checked. 

Railway Postal Clerk................ -$2700) 
ice Clerk $ 


Use This Coupon Before You Mislay it. 
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o Indigestion! 


He used to suffer after eating—but no more! 


He carries Stuart's in his pocket. Hearty eaters 
—hard smokers—high livers—find Stuart’s a 
boon and blessing! 
Why have gas—sour stomach—or bad breath? 
One or two tablets, and your stomach has the 
alkaline it needs for smooth, serene digestion. 


Full Box FREE! 

Every druggist has Stuart's tablets, 25c and 
60c. Or, a full box free if you write the F. A. 
Stuart Company, Dept. 27, Marshall, Mich. 
Get a metal box of Stuart's for the pocket—and 
keep it filled! It's instantaneous relief. 


STUART'S 


DYSPEPSIA TABLETS 


“GIRLS! | Rew does your 


figure compare with these? 
Too Fat? Here is a 


new way to reduce! 


Silph Reducing 
Chewing Gum! 


“Did you hear about 
the latest discovery 
to reduce?’ one fat 
woman is whispering 
it to the other—"It 
is called ‘Silph’ and is 
making a hit because 
it does take off FAT 
in the easiest and 
most agreeable way 
What is there to do? 
—Simply chew two 
or three pieces of a 
refreshing and pleas- 
ant gum—it as 
good as eating 
candies." 

Through most 
marvelous recent dis- 
covery scientists have 
been able to incor- 
porate the gxtract of 
sea plants d herbs 
known for years as 
wonderful reducers 
into a delicious, re- 
freshing chewing gum 
medical authorities and grate- 

who had been burdened with obesity for years, 


called, * 
ful users 
are amazed at the quick and astonishing results produced 


by “Silph 
seemed to have 
stomach troubles. 


If you are suffering from excess fat you should teday get a 
package of SILPH Reducing Gum which sells for 50¢— 
That is enough for one week or you can send in a dollar 
bill and get two packages, which is sufficient amount to 
see wonderful results. If your druggist cannot get it for 
you send direct to the Silph Medical Company, 9 West 
60th Street, Dept. 48, New York City 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS 
Siiph is the name of the Se and genuine reducing 
Gum. THE ONLY PERSONALLY 
GU ARANTEE To ‘SARE AND HARMLESS 


in most obstinate cases where everything else 
failed Silph is also recommended for 


“CHEW SILPH ANDBE SYLPH-LIKE” 


my enthusiasm.at first. But finally-he said 

“Gee, I suppose it is wonderful, Al. 
wonder if I'll ever fall in love.” 

“Some day you will, and you'll probably 
make more noise about it than a train going 
through a glass factory!” 

He met Beatrice a few 
just stood there with his mouth open until 
I began to laugh. Then he laughed with 
with me, his face all crimson with embar- 
rassment. 


that day? The wind had blown peaches ih 
her cheeks, and her eyes snapped and 
twinkled like stars in the moonlight, and her 
nose was all sort of crinkled up when she 
smniled into Ted’s eyes—Gee, how I loved 
that crinkly nose and her freckles! 


KNEW right away that Ted liked her, 
and I was glad because they were the 
two best friends I would ever have. 

It all happened so fast! Every day flew 
by like the tick of a second, 
began to notice some subtle little change in 

3eatrice. Her eyes didn’t seem to look into 

mine in just the same way, and when her 
hands touched mine they didn’t seem to 
cling as they had before. I laughed at 
myself at first, but something within me 
wouldn't give me any peace; I began to study 
and wate her, and do little things to win 
her smile. 
Then I thought that she seemed to try 
to be with Ted at every opportunity, and 
when I began to get glances that passed 
between them, I felt something slip that 
left me weak, and sick, and afraid. 

I watched like a hawk for some real, 
tangible thing to occur; waited for one or 
the other of them to come to me and tell 
me, but neither of them made a move—just 
that slow game behind a veil. When I 


days later, and 


But who wouldn't have stared at Beatrice 


| 


and then || 


| 


crawled into bed at night, and in the wee 
hours of the morning when I awoke, I! 
would lie there clenching my hands and 
biting my lips io keep back the tears and 
aching—aching all over like a toothache. 
lf only one of them would come to me, how 
easy it would bét I loved them both with 
all the love a man could have for a déarest 
wife and a brother. It would have been 
easy to see them happy, no matter what 
came to me. If they would only tell me! 
I wondered if Ted was suffering as 
much as I. 

And then on the sdme day we got our 
transportation and orders to report at 
aviation school in Texas. It came like a 
bomb in the night. War! I had forgotten 
everything in those past few weeks. 
Nothing in the world mattered but Beatrice 
and her love. 

Two days we had, horrible, terrible days 
that I shall always remember as a night- 
mare. I could see Beatrice’s eyes filled ‘with 
pain and indecision. She would give Ted 
a morning, and give me the afternoon, 
trying not to hurt either of us; telling little 
lies to each of us, because she didn’t want 
to hurt. 

We were to leave on a train at five.o’clock 
in the morning. Beatrice said she would go 
to the club with me for dinner, but she had 
promised her mother she would be home at | 
nine o'clock. How those few precious 
hours melted away until only a half-hour 
remained ! 

We stopped on the top of Bald Ridge on 
the way home and gazed down into my 
fairyland of lakes and islands. Her hand 
slipped over on my arm and she looked up | 
into my eyes; I didn’t try to hide the tears 


“Allen boy! Dear, dear Allen boy.” 
dropped my head down on the steering 
wheel. 

“Oh, Beatrice, my duchess—I love you, I 
love-you, I love you! Won't you, «can’t yeu 
tell me——” She gave a little cry. 


Allen! I don’t know. 
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“Please, please, 


Here is your chance to getmbesolute- 
Free 


okt 


t 
ife Insurance ( 


6,000 to 12,000 Miles 


year, Goodrich 


used tir 
ess. 


secret proce: 


If any tire fails to sat 


Firestone. 


ete. Thousands of | 34x4 


afte 
wil 


Siz 


$3.25 


LOWEST PRICE List 


$i. ‘so 
1.7 


1. 

.00 
43 
5 
ists getth “$$ 

got 12,000 S4x4% - 2 
2. 33x5 7. 3.50 
years, Only 36x65 - 7.7 3.75 
ted - - 8.2 4.00 
40 5.45 2.75 

$1000 Policies FREE! 


you have used it we ——. thie 
at one-half purchase price. Send 
y $1 deposit for each tire ordered brand pew tubes. Sen 
y pstman balance on delivery pam bi 
5 per cent for cash with or . 
der. Orders enme day received of 


Keep thie ad for proof 
Not necessary 


can order 1 tire or tube at prices listed 


above without policy 


f guarantee 


TO ORDER 2 


of life 


and address. Policy protects 
von ie bodily injury or loss 


EAGLE TIRE & RUBBER CO., 


Chicago, m. 


3445-7 S. Michigan Ave., 


Earn $3000 to $10,000 a year. 


Dept. 1542, 


ing spare time. Also earn while you learn. 


book, 


Dept. 206: 


. Nothing else like it. Send atonce for free 
jes in Modern and 


3601 Michigan A 


| ANT WORK 


FI 


FREE. 


Earn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCH- 
ING photos Men or women. 
or canvassing 


Limited offer. 


FRECKLES 


Get Rid of These Ugly*Spots 


Safely and Surely and 


ave 


a Beautiful Complexion With 


OTHINE 


DOUBLE STRENGTH) 


MONEY BACK I IF IT FAILS. SOLD BY DRUG 
AND DEPARTMENT S STORES" EVERYWHERE 


that half blinded me. Her fingers caressed | frpewritere— Undecw coe. ene 
my face. model, rebuilt 


*2 and it’s yours 


wing. No 


international nal Ty 


Peacock 
From the Oriental land ¢ 


the genuine 
Ring. Sterling Silver 

engraved, 19 emeralds and sapphires, 
arrayed as feathers and ruby eye in 
the head. Sent in attractive ring box 
Why shouldn't you own one when it 
$1.83? SEND NO MONEY. 
es, pay postman only 


Just send your pame and address and we will mail you our 
FREE CA fully de and 
of each beautifal machine in full colors. 
every detail < our direct-to-you small-payment plan. Write now for 


tion ——. Still time if you act now. 


Prepare quickly dur- 
New 


ago, U. S.A. 


No selling 
We teach vou, guarantee 
employment and furnish WORKING OUT- 
Write today 


Artcraft Studios, Dept. 35, 3900 Sheridan Rd. Chicago 


1000.00 
Travel Accident 
| 46. |nsurance Policy 
d 
Learn 
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po 
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[YPEWR! 
“Sa 
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I’ve got to wait until you’re gone before 
I'll know. And then perhaps ” " That 
was as faras she got. Her little face was 
buried, sobbing—-wrenching my heart. I put 
my arms about her and held her close to me, 
and I could feel her heart fluttering like 
the beating of a butterfly’s wings. 

That trip down the hill to Beatrice’s 

house! Like a military funeral with a 
thousand pieces playing a moaning, chanting 
dirge ! 
I pulled into the driveway, and Beatrice 
got out to come around and stand beside 
me while I sat in the car. We looked into 
each other's eyes for a long, terrible 
moment, and then she took my face betweep 
her hands and touched her lips to mine—— 
bitter-sweet ! 

“Ok, Allen, Allen——” she cried, and 
raced up the steps. 

I swallowed a thousand sobs and went 
tearing out the driveway onto the road. 

And as I came out, Ted’s car came 
speeding up the hill and swung into the 
driveway. I looked at my watch. 

It was nine o'clock! Home with her 
mother ! 

For a moment a mad desire came over me 
—a desire to rush back and face them both; 
to make her decide noygand then. But 
what was the use? Tf fer love wasn't 
worth more than that, it wasn’t worth any- 
thing. I swung around a corner on 
twe@ wheels and pushed my foot down on 
the gas. The fierce whipping of the wind 
beating at my face gave me a savage 
delight. A black, sharp turn loomed ahead 
of me and for an-instant I thought of 
keeping straight ahead, letting them find me 
all crumpled and twisted and broken. That 
would be an end of it! 

I was a fool! Another man would just 
go away and never go back. Let her beat her 
head against a sf6ne wall of her own making. 
That was what I wanted to do, But I 
couldn't. I knew in my heart that I would 
always go on loving her, no matter whom 
she chose. 

*Hadn’t I seen little glances pass among 
people when I mentioned her name. And 
sometimes they sneered a little—before I 
began to tell everyone how* wonderful I 
thought she was. I had pretended not to 
notice those sneers. I wouldn’t even let 
myself think of them. Now I began to 
wonder what people really knew about 
Beatrice. Then I gritted my teeth and said 
aloud. “The dirty tongue-waggers!” 


HE couldn’t be anything but good and 
fine. 

Then the vision of her looking into my 

eyes and telling me that she had promised 


"her mother she would be home at nine 


o’clock—and Ted driving in as I drove out! 

And Ted—poor, old Ted! Somehow I 
knew that she was sparing Ted, not hurting 
him as she was hurting me. Maybe that 
meant—I shook my head to drive the ter- 
rible, tumbling thoughts out of my mind, 
and headed for home. 

Auntie and Pop would be waiting there to 
spend the last evening with me, and I had 
to be brave for their sake. Pop met me 
at the door and put his arm around my 
shoulders. We all sat down in the living- 
room. It seemed that all we could say were 
short, jerky sentences, trying to keep our 
mind off the morrow. 

“Tt’s all going to be over pretty quick,” 
Pop said. “Look at the way the Germans 
are falling back all along the line.” 

“Sure, sure,” I answered. “Prob’ly be 
over before I ever get on a boat.” 

Pop drove me down to the station the 
next morning. guntie rode in the back seat, 
her eyes wet with tears, a handkerchief con- 
tinually daubing at her eyes. Ted and all 
his family were there waiting in the grey 
dawn. We all shuffled our feet and said 
silly little things for a few méments. The 


Hotel 
1000 


Open 


Hotels, Restaurants, Clubs, Apartments, Every- 
where, Need Train en and Women. Over 70,000 
High-Class Positions Paying Up to $10,000 a Year 
Are Open Each Year in the Hotels of the United 
States. The Hotel Business is America’s Largest 
Industry in New Construction. Nearly a Billion 
Dollars’ Worth of New Hotels, Clubs and Restaurants 
Built This Year Will Need er 70,000 Trained Men 
and Women. 


I Guarantee to Teach You 


In my home-study course on hotel work what 
the leading experts know about the business—men 
earning from $5,000 to $50,000 a year—and at 
any time there are over 1,000 hotel positions open 
in this industry. 


I Put My Students in Touch with Positions 


All over the United States, they are eagerly sought 
by the biggest and best hotels in the country—my 
methods are endorsed by leading hotelmen every- 
where. Hotels start you at salaries up to $3,500 a 


year with your living. If you wamt a steady, permanent position, with big pay, | 
quick advancement, fine living, free meals and apartment—you can find it in 


hotel work. 


No Previous Experience Needed 


You need no previous experience when you take the Lewis Course. We train 
ou by mail in your spare time at home with the 


SimphWified Study 
with big opportunities. 


Plan, -_ put you in touch 
All of your training under rt Co 
the personal direction of Clifford Lewis,former U.S. Oppo unity ; u on 
Government Hotel and Restaurant E 
Managing Consultant for over 225 Hotels of 1000 H el Po 
50 to more than 600 rooms each, through- ! ot sitions en. 


out the United States, totaling over : 


26.000 rooms. 


big opportunity today. 
B.Van Horn, Be 


manager of this house at 
a 75 per cent increase in 


JosephineThito, 
the posi- 
tion a8 manager ofavery 


terday at your suxges' 
1 went to Orlando 


what accomplished it 


_— Hotel Training Schools, 


F R E =; j Room H-Z 118 Washington, D. C. 


Kindly send me, without obligation, a 
Mail Coupon 1 copy of the free book, “Your Big Op- ! 
NOW portunity,” with details of the Free 4 
] ene in your National Employment 
ureau, 


FREE BOOK Gives Full Details 

There are opportunities for you in this big payin 
hotel industry. Many students have obtained hotel 

sitions paying as high as $2,500 a year, even before they 

ad finished the course. My FREE BOOK “Your Big 
Opportunity’”’ shows you how you can do as well. 

The coupon above will bring you by return mail this 
vitally interesting, illustrated book, which shows how you 
can become a high-salaried hotel executive; also tells how 
our students are winning success with Lewis Training and 
explains hoW you obtain Free Registration in our National 
Employment Bureau and our Money-Back Guarantee. 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Clifford Lewis, Pres. 
Room H-Z 118. Washington, D. C. 


Lost 34 Lbs. in 30 Days 


Madame Blanche Arral mowned Opera Star, Tells 
How You Too Can Reluce Excess Weight Quickly! 
This distinguished Opera Star had her own experience in carry- 
ing a load of excess fat, which came near ruining her stage career 
but she tells ina delightfully interesting little book, how she found 
quick and positive relief from fieshiness in an easy and natural 
way. She had tried every advertised fat reducer without any 
satisfactory results. She rusged, dieted and exercised without 
getting any permanent relief, S he grew so fat she had to give up 
er professional engagements. Then, in the course of her travels in the 
Orient, she was induced to try a method by which the high caste women of 

the Orient always manage to retain their youthful, graceful figures. 


She Tells Her Own Story 
What this wonderful method did--how she reduced in a 
month, and describes in detail, bows experiences ha travels in the 
Orient. For a limited time eee 4 copy of this book will be sent free for the 


Don. 426 E Flee Just send pame 
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This position will pay me 
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almost doubled the same 
in a year’s time.”’ 
f Grace Ford Puckett, 
/ es- 
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10,000 Jobs Open 


Earn a man-size income 
as Expert Beauty Culturist! 
There’s big money, happinesa 
and unlimited 
for women in the fascinating 
profession*of helping 
women LOOK THEIR BEST 
I train you right in your ~~ 
home in your spare time to 
master every of Beauty 
Culture. 


ning COMPLETE 
ro s every detail of Per- 
manent Waving, Marcelling J 
Facial and Scalp treatments, § 
Shampooing, Manicuring, Hair- 
dressing, ete. give you the 
science, the theory and the very 

t 


PRACTICE. 


if 
common 
Hundreds 
illustrations and 
charts make it easy 
for you More 
jobs open than 
we can fill 


Open a 
Beauty Shop— 
Pll back you! 


ity graduates (and no others) | 
licensed to own and operate MAR- 
SAY BEAUTY SHOPS—a nation: 


organization backed by local and | 
4 A German bullet while I was trying to fight 


national advertising. Very little capi- 
tal needed to go into business for your- 
you have my training. Enormous 
profits — many make $5,000 to 
15,000 a year. The busi- 
1 ness still inits infancy. 
Prepare now | 
for a golden | 
future. 


7 Outfits Given 
every Marsay student. Mar- 
celling iron, buman hair for 
practice, a complete line of 
Marsay Harmonized 

Beauty Preparations, 


lozens of ir struments, 


my instruction 
ie practical 


professional 
screntific. 


Every Marsay student learns by 
copyrighted PRACTICE METHO 

—my own invention not offered by any other 

school on earth. I have devoted years of effort 

tobuildthe most complete the most thorough, 
the most simple and at the same time t 

most rapid course of instruction in modern 

Beauty Culture. 


Terms within reach of the women 
and girls who need this training. 
Employment Service provides posi- 
tions for graduates Here is the 
answer to your money-problems. 
Take the MARSAY WAY to suc- 
cess, the” 
AIL the 


Big 
Book 
FREE! 


Look into the 


Beauty Culture busi- 
ness. Get my book and 
special offers right away. 
I will show yon how to 
in success 
ARSAY W. 


Coupon 
ADELE NELSON, 
Marsay School of Beauty Culture 


605 N. Michigan Bivd., Dept. 702 Chicago 


Adele Nelson, Educational ~ een 
Marsay School of Beauty Cultur 
605 N. Michigan Bivd., pt. 702 “Chicagd 


Please send me free Beauty Culture book and show me how 
I can pogene quickly for earning big money or to go into 


| crier operted the door and rolled the stations 
loff his tongue. A booming swish and the 
| train came roaring in. Kisses . quick, 

dry, little pecks . . . eyes wet, and hands 
| clasped. 

led and | were on the train—Peaning out 
the window; waving until everything was 
lost to sight in the morning fog. An 
instant of silence. 

“Well,” Ted’s voice came to my ears, 
“that’s that!” 

We sank slowly into our seat, not daring 
to look at each other. The street lights 
flew past like lightning-bugs dipped in 
steam. The train whistled for the crossing 
below town, long, full-thtoated and dismal. 

“Oh, my God!" came whispering from 
Ted’s lips. I looked at him and his eyes 
| were brimming with tears. 


four long, hot, sticky, flea-bitten 
mx in Ted and I dragged protesting bodies 
and souls through the routine of becoming 
officers and flyers. We both chose pursuit 
or combat flying in preference to the slower 
and less exciting bombardment work. 
During those months we both got letters 
| from Beatrice, regularly. I would see Ted 
beaming over a letter and I would know 
that it was from Beatrice, and if I didn't 
get one in the same mail I would nearly 
go mad with worry. But we never talked 
about it to each other. * If we only had, 
things would have been so much better. 
But we had no sense of humor where 
Beatrice was concerned. It was a far 
more deadly thing in our minds than this 
business of war and flying. 
very few days a cadet flyer would come 
crashing to ground, and they would carry 
| him away, a twisted, broken mass. I didn’t 
| want to die that way; it seemed so useless. 


| didn’t seem so bad, but dying in Texas with 


| 


the war five thousand miles away didn’t 
appeal to me as being very heroic. 

We didn’t get home before we went over- 
seas, and I was just as glad, only I would 
liked to have paraded around in my uniform 
a bit, out at the country club with everyone 
making a fuss over us and maybe having 
to make a speech at a Rotary Club luncheon. 
But that could wait. It never occurred to 
me then that maybe I would never get 
back. Of course, a lot gf other fellows 
wouldn’t come back, loads of them, but I 
would be among those present when the war 
was over—five years, every one figured it 
would last then. 

When we landed in France we were sent 
to a combat school first, where they taught 
us how to fight singly and in squadron 
formation; also how to get out of tight 
positions, according to the French method. 
Thenethey put us through another course 
in stunt flying—looping the loop, going into 
a wing slide, corkscrews, tail ‘slides, Inimel- 
mann turns, and reinversements. We used 
the fast little single-seated Spads and 
Nieuports. 


HEN we were through with our 

training in the French school, we got 
a leave of absence for a week before we 
were assigned to a French squadron. 

That week in Paris! One party after 
another, meeting Canadians, New Zeal- 
anders, Australians, Americans who had 
been fighting in the French service, English- 
men—all brothers under the skin. Men of 
the Princess Pats, the Black Watch, the 
Foreign Legion, and a few from England’s 
first “Contemptibles”, that brave hundred 
thousand who stemmed the German army in 
Jelgium. All come to help put out the 
fire that threatened the world! 

It was late one afternoon that Ted and I 
were strolling by the Café de la Paix with 
its hundred little tables bulging out onto 
the sidewalk. A voice hailed us from a 
little group around one of the tables, a 


half-dozen other voices joined the cry, and 


in a moment we were sitting with them 
laughing over the fun of the night before 
when Ted had gone up on the stage at the 
Follies Bergere to accept the challenge of 
a Russian wrestler. We had planned the 
whole thing before. When they grappled 
all of us were to rush on the stage, make 
a flying tackle at the Russian, and smother 
him under an avalanche of bodies. Every- 
thing had worked beautifully up to the 
point that we had floored the Russian. 
Cheers, cat-calls, and shrieks came from 
all parts of the theatre. Then the gen- 
darmes had come swarming in, and it took 
us the rest of the night to get two of our 
crowd out of jail! Children at recess 
rom the grim tragedies of war! 

After awhile we all rushed to the curb 
and hailed a taxicab. Piling in, weeasked 
to be taken to the Follies Bergere. It was 
while we were milling about near the little 
bar in th® promenade that I saw a little 
French girl come up behind Ted and slip 
her hand into hiss 

“You promenade with 
her head a little on one side, coaxing. 

Ted swung about, and his eyes opened 
wide in amazement. A little whistle escaped 
his lips. 

“Oh, 


me?” she asked, 


boy! Leek what Santa Claus has 
sent me!” he cfd and they moved off to a 
little table behind us. 1 could see the 
sparkle of too much wine shining in Ted's 


eyes, and it worried me a little. ‘ 


N A few moments I went over and sat 

down with them. Ted looked up a little 
annoyed, and in a moment I spoke. 

“Looks a little like Beatrice, doesn’t 
she?” I heard Ted draw a quick breath 
as I got up from the table, and in a few 
more minutes he was back at the bar order- 
ing a champagne cocktail, alone. 

When Ted and I went back to report for 
duty, they nearly broke our hearts. We 
were sent to different squadrons! At first 
we couldn’t believe it. Then we stormed 
and cursed, but there was nothing more we 
could do about it. To obey without questien 
was our duty, and we had to accept it. 

It was weeks before I heard from Ted, 
and then his Jetter was full of laments and 
eomplaints : 

“When I got up here they took me out 
of “pursuit work” and put me on day bom- 
bardment. They told me it would give me 
a broader scope, and would be more inter- 
esting, and believe me, they said a mouth 
full! Have to.go over the lines in an ice- 
wagon loaded to the ears with bombs. They 
seem to click our gangoff pretty regularly ; 
we lost more men in the last attack than 
during the whole time I was on pursuit 
work with the scouts. . 

“Qur machine is most effective around 
five thousands meters, but during the last 
attack I couldn’t get my bus above fifteen 
hundred. We bombed a bunch of reserve 
forces and a supply, base, and coming back 
we swooped down and turned our machine- 
guns on the boche in the trenches. 

“They had just got their ‘archies’ turned 
on us so that we had to climb back to the 
clouds when twice our number of Huns 
came diving on us to join the party, 

“Whew! For a moment I could see them 
putting a gold star on my service flag. 

“Those little German Fokkers are speedy 
as the very devil—but probably you know 
it only too well by this time. And I'll take 
my hat off to their pilots, too; they canrfly. 
Dirty, with explosive bullets sometimes, but 
they certainly have the knack of bringing 
home their buses. 

“One of our machines was seen ‘peeking 
too steep’ into German territory. The rest 
of us got back, but withsthree observers 
wounded—-mine among them. He got three 
bullets through the right arm and two 
through his left hand, taking off a finger. 
I don’t know how I escaped getting one in 
the ‘bean’! 
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value a beautiful mouth, let us tell you 
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ing lips, making them shapely and adding 
beauty to the mouth No plasters, rollers 
or cutting; just a harmless, painless lotion. 
Begin using ‘‘Cloree” today and watch re- 
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| “Well, he goes back to ‘blighty’ as the | 
English say, and that’s something in this 


man’s war. 


“T'll have a few days leave in a couple | 
of weeks. See if you can’t arrange it, and | 
we'll meet in Paris on the 25th. There's | 


a battle that’s worth fighting! 
“Wish to hell we could get in the same 


outfit. Get your ‘C.O. ‘tight’ some night | 
jand see if you can’t talk him into sending | 


you up here. 

“Good luck, Al, take care of yourself. 
God, what I wouldn’t give for a look at the 
park in the middle of Sharon! What do 
you hear from Beatrice? Have only had 
one letter since I got up here. Probably 
| the rest, if there are any ‘rest’, are traveling 
around in Armenia or South Africa. 

“Cheerio, old boy.” And that was about 
all, 

Only one letter from Beatrice! I had 
received a half-dozen since Ted and I 
parted. There was a singing in my heart 
and my soul for awhile after I had Ted’s 
letter. But when I began to think it over, 
probably he just hadn’t received all of his. 
| And probably she wrote the same terms of 
}endearment to Ted that she did to me. 


| YOR days and days I tortured myself, 
wondering, even praying in the moments 
when I was alone. 

The winter turned into spring and the 
spring into early summer, and during all 
that time I was up on the line or back at 
some little town getting a rest, waiting to 


so many times that I lost all track of Ted 
for awhile. 

And then one morning at dawn I took 
the air in a two-seated plane. My observer 
was a young fellow from a small town in 
Iowa, a fine boy whose eyes would show 
his displeasure whenever I thought it better 
judgment to turn tail for home if we ran 
into more than our share of Germans. But 
we had orders to “bring our buses home” 
those days, and a plane was worth as much 
as a man. 

We cruised along for a bit, and then 
began circling and climbing to get above the 
clouds. After we had reached our “ceiling” 
there was only the blue sky above and a 
billowing sea of white below. We 
manoeuvered until we found a hole. By 
dropping, climbing, and circling we managed 
to stay above the hole until we were over 
the trenches. Below us we could see a 
great brown mass of murdered nature. 
Trees, houses, even roads, had been blasted 
completely away by shell fire. My heart 
ached for the poor devils crouched in the 
slime and mud in the irregular network of 
trenches. 

We finally found ourselves pretty deep in 
enemy territory. A speck appeared in the 
sky to the east. I began to climb to get 
jakove him and when he was almost under- 
neath I dived. My gunner was over his 
| machine-gun leveling his eyes along the 
|sights. I heard the staccato bark of his 
|gun and saw a tracer bullet come within 
|an ace of striking the Boche. He swooped 
about and dove rapidly back farther behind 
his own lines. I followed, and as I came 
through the clouds two other Boches who 
had been waiting to trap me dived from 
two sides. I went into a ‘falling leaf’ to 
escape, and they plunged after me, forcing 
me lower. Below me was a German 
aviation field. I was only eighteen hundred 
feet above the ground and far into their 
territory. 

I saw the field suddenly become alive 
with men rushing out to hold me thinking 
I was going to land. The Boche planes 
had stopped shooting. I swooped down- 
ward and at the last minute pulled on full 
power and turned my nose toward my own 
lines. The Germans dropped on me again 
and opened fire. They were on all sides of 
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go in again. My squadron was transferred | 
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me. My machine-gun had jammed and my 
gunner fell forward on my shoulders, dead, 
his body weighing me down. 

I could see the trenches a little way ahead 
aml was slanting downward to gain speed. 
As I went over the German lines T re- 
ceived a ground fire that made a sieve of my 
plane. I felt two bullets tear through my 
fur lined combination, while another grazed 

}my arm. Then there was a horrible sick- 
ening blow that struck me in the left 
| shoulder. I felt sick and dizzy, as though 
I had been struck over the head with a piece 
of lead. For a moment my plane wavered 
uncertainly in the air. Then I regained 
control and shot over the heads of my own 
trenches at a bare three hundred feet. The 
German planes had given up the chase. 
| i turned tail and landed on a field indented 


B | with shell holes, my wings so full of holes 
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that it was a miracle how they ever sup- 
ported my machine. 

There were a thousand 
in my ears when men came running to 
lift me out of my tangled plane. Somehow I 
managed to keep enough presence of mind 
to give them orders how to extricate me. 
I felt myself carried over what seemed 
miles and miles of waving, rolling ground. 
Then I was in an ambulance and beside me 
was a French officer who kept calling me 

: little one”, and through the mist that 
oan about me I could see Beatrice, her 
eyes torn with anguish and grief, telling me 
that she loved me and begging me. to make 
a brave fight for her. 

I reached up my hands and she smiled 
down into my eyes, and the little French- 
man began to sing while we bumped 
along... 

* * * 


noises singing 


T WAS months later when I got off the 

train in Sharon. I had been discharged 
the day before from a government hospital 
in the East. My shoulder ached and pained 
from the fourteen-hour ride, and I cursed 
the fools who ever thought of war. Let 
them ever try and get me again! Then | 
grinned to myself, because I knew that if 
the armistice hadn't been signed I would 
be trying to get back in again. 

I drew my overcoat up about my ears as 
the train came to a creaking stop at the 
station. The winter air was chilly, and I 
was used to warm hospital rooms. Almost 
rudely I pushed by people who waited to 
gather their baggage off the train platform. 
I searched from the steps for a familiar 
face in the dim lights of the station. A 
gust of snow came swirling into my face as 
I stepped down, my left arm held stiffly at 
my side. Then a hysterical cry came f my 
ears. 

“There he is!” Something came flying 
through the people grouped around the 
steps. woman, nearly pushed off her 
feet, gasped and said, “My gracious!” but 
the little form kept right on. Then Bea- 
trice’s arms were round my neck, her face 
against my coat, sobbing, hopping up and 
down in her tracks, saying over and over, 
“Allen, Allen, Allen!” 

Then there was Pop afd Auntie and a 
lot of fellows and girls that I had known 
all my life—and the mayor with a smile 
wider thar all outdoors. They took my 
bag away from me, and I felt hands trying 
to pull me both ways. Beatrice was looking 
up into my eyes with all the love in all the 
world twinkling in her eyes. And her nose 
crinkled up, trying to smile. 

I pushed them all away from me and 
took her in my arms and held her close 
to me, while they all laughed and cried 
and cheered. But I didn’t want to be a 
hero. I just wanted Beatrice, my duchess, 
near me for always, forever and ever. 

Beatrice told me that night when we 
were sitting before a crackly little fire in her 
living-room that she loved me—“‘mofe love 
than there is in all the world, Allen boy,” 


she said, her voice caressingly sweet. 

“I knew the morning, the very day you 
were shot down, Allen,” she said. “I woke 
up in the early morning, the clock in the 
hall began to toll and Allen, oh Allen, I 
knew, | knew—I did! I phoned your father 
after breakfast and he said he hadn't heard 
from you for several weeks. Then a few 
days later he had a wire from the war de- 
partment. 

“Oh, Allen, how I suffered, so afraid 
that I could never tell you of the love that 
was in my heart for you and tell you how 
sorry and cheap I felt because of the way 
I treated you and Ted before you went 
away. I—I, sometimes 

“What does it all matter now, Beatrice? 
Nothing matters, nothing in all the world, 
but our love. Even poor, old Ted will be 
glad when he knows, Beatrice. Sad and 
heartbroken for awhile, but time will heal 
his wound as it has mine.” 

Those were glorious days with Beatrice 
always with me, dragging me around town, 
boasting about me like a little child, trying 
to make me talk about how wonderful I 
was! 

And Pop was so proud and so thankful 
that I had got back alive that he gave me 
an interest in his business; made me go to 
work when I had just begun to like being 
a hero and had decided to live on the in- 
terest from my glory! 

I had a wire from Ted. 


“Ir I COULDN'T HAVE HER I’M GLAD You 
CAN. Goop LUCK TO you OLD Boy. You 
HAVE EARNED IT.” 

He was stationed at a flying field in the 
East, waiting his discharge. 

don’t know just what he wrote to 
Beatrice, but she came to me one day with 
her eyes all shining and said, “Ted’s the 
best friend you will ever have, Allen.” As 
though I didn’t know it! 

In the springtime Beatrice and I were 
married, and Ted was my best man, his 
eyes a little misty—but able to take my hand 
and say he was giad, and I knew that he 
meant it. 

The wonder of that Beatrice! I never 
knew that life could hold such sweetness 
and joy. Pop helped me build a little 
cottage up on the hill near his house, and he 
gave me a car with an extension on the 
emergency brake so that I could work it 
all right with my stiff arm. And Beatrice 
gave me a heaven on earth. 

Beautiful dream days that seemed to melt 
from one into another! People began to 
say that we were too happy; that something 
terrible would happen to anyone who was 
so everlastingly happy. And after a year, 
when we had gone on in the same way, they 
began to shake their heads. There must be 
something wrong. Nobody could be mar- 
ried a year and be as happy as we were! 


T WAS while Dad and I were handling 
a contract on a new hotel in town that I 
caught a bad cold, and a week later it went 

into pneumonia. 

For every minute of that time, Beatrice 
was beside my bed, fighting for my life with 
the nurse and doctor. When the crisis was 
over and I was weak and spent, the doctor 
said to me that only her courage and will 
had made me live—right before her, too. 
And she looked into my eyes and said, “I 
was fighting for my own life, too, doctor.” 

After I got up and about, I couldn’t 3 
to get my strength back again. My che 
were sunken and hollow, and there seemed 
to be an everlasting burning = in my left 
shoulder, near where I had been wounded. 
I couldn’t stay at the office for more than 

half a day at a time, and when I was home 
I just dragged myself about. 

I became irritable—terrible to live with— 
and it all brought tears, brimming to 
Beatrice’s eyes. But she was always —— 
and sweet, never speaking back when I said 
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They vanished 

so quickly 9 
astonished 
at the wonder- 


results ~~ 
By Miss Karsten 


For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but without results, 
One day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
gave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it—results were amazing—I could not 
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and 
worry lines faded away. In 3 days my 
skin became firm and youthful freshness 


was restored. 
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ment you do not notice a decided improve- 
ment, return balance and we will refun 
our money. Don’t miss this amazing of- 
er. Just send name and address TODAY! PO: BUACEALS, 
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also as heir to tonte beer “Free Book 


comes obligations. WRITE TODAY 
euccesslu 
REVA CORPORATION. 1700 Wilson Ave. Dept. 60, Chicare, MM 


| downstairs and out the back door. 


Just to Introduce 
RADEX DIAMONDS 


Pesar’ radiant, perfect substitute for real diamonds, 

EX GEMS are worn by fas hionable society with- 

out fear of detection. 

We will send choice of solitaire or dinner ying. 


7 and string 


ome.’ your name, address 
size, 


$1.00 Is All You Pay 
Money refunded if not entirely satisfied. 
RADEX 


|order!” 


}and over, and then his hand came down on 


things that hurt her—hurt her badly. 

I was sitting at home one day when Pop 
came in, his face white and drawn. Beatrice 
had begun going for long walks.in the after- 
noon when I was about the house, to keep 
herself fit to live with a bear, she told me. 

Pop drew up a chair beside me and put 
his hand on my shoulder. There was some- 
thing in the stillness of the room and the 
way the clock beat on and on with its steady 
tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock, that got on 
my nerves. I shook his hand off and asked 
him how things wefe going. He@aid, “Fine, 
Allen, fine. But it’s you I want to talk 
about—you and Beatrice.” 

My eyes flew open in amazement, and I 
asked him what he meant. He looked into 
my eyes for a moment and then he looked 
away from me, out the window. Suddenly 
his whole body stiffened, and he turned 
back to me. 

“That’s what I mean, Al,” he said, and 
he pointed down the street. I looked around 
him, and there, walking along, his hand 
holding to her arm, came Beatrice and Ted. 

I looked at them for a moment and back 
at Dad. He shook his head slowly and got 
to his feet. Then something struck me like 
that day in France, and I felt all sick and 
weak and dizzy. I buried my face in my 
hands. Oh, God! It couldn't be so! Ted, 
my best friend, and my wife! 

When I heard their footsteps on the 
porch, I got to my feet and staggered up 
the stairs to our room and flung myself on 
the bed. I was crying now, for this pain 
was greater than the one I had known in 
France; that was nothing compared to 
this, in my heart. 

I heard Beatrice’s voice call me, but I 
didn’t answer. Their voices sounded again 
and after a while I slipped noiselessly 


It was twilight now and there were 
dreary shadows creeping out from every 
direction. I shuffled along with my head 
down, not speaking to anyone, not seeing 
anyone.” 

Then my shoulder began to pain and I 
cursed at it. That was it; Beatrice couldn't 
stand the way I growled and swore about 
things. It wasn’t her fault. Damn the 
war! 

I passed Doctor Shields house, and a 
searing pain in my left side made mé swing 
in between the hedge that bordered his side- 
walk. He let me into his office, and I 
sank down in a chair. He came over beside 
me and put his hand on my arm. 

“Bothering you today, Allen?” 


IKE hell, Doc,” I said, Then I burst 
out, frantically swearing at my pain. 
“Look here, Doc. I’m no baby. I’ve 
faced a lot of things so far in life, and I 
can face anything you tell me—face it grin- 
ning, too. What the hell is wrong with me? 
Why don’t I get well—why can’t you do 
something about it?” 

He looked at me for a long moment and 
then said, “It’s your heart and lung, Allen. 
They are——” 

“Yes, yes,” I said. 

“They are pretty bad.” 

“Oh, Doc! Tell me, won't you? Tell me! 
I can face it; I’m not afraid. If—if I’m 
going to die, ] want to put my house in 


He repeated that sevegal times, and over 


the arm of his chair with a bang. 

“All right, Al; that’s any man’s right— 
to put his house in order. You've got six 
months, Al; six months to do it.” 

A cry almost escaped my lips. But I 
clenched my teeth down on. them tightly. 

“You mean, Doc. 

He nodded his head and put his arm about 
my shoulders as I whispered to myself, 
“Six months to put my house in order!” 


(To Be Continued in the June Issue} 


How They Reduced 


Most le everywhere keep slender 
in thise days. Wherever you. look, the 
great majority of men and women are 

combating fat. 

Ask how they do this and many will 
mention Marmola. This famous pre- 
scription has for 18 years been reduc- 
ing excess fat, Millions have learned 
its efficiency. The results are seen in 
every circle now. Almost everyone has 
slender friends who owe their figures to 
Marmola. 

Users have told others, until people 
are taking 100,000 Marmola tablets 
daily. The treatment has come into 
world-wide use. 

No abnormal exercise, no starvation 
diet. Just a pleasant tablet. No secrets. 
We state every ingredient and tell how 
Marmola acts. You know exactly why 
and how reduction comes. 

Then why remain over-fat? Every 
idea of beauty and _ efficiency forbids. 

en so many people keep slender so 
easily, why not find out how? You owe 
that to youfself. 
Matmola Prescription Tablets are ond 
by all druggists at $1 per box. 

coupon for our latest book, a 25-ct. he 

free and our guarantee. ‘Clip it now. 


The Pleasant Way to Reduce 
MARMOLA 


25¢ Sample 
2-234 General Motors Bidg. 
DETROIT, MICH. Free 


Reduce and Shape Your Limbs 
with Dr. Walter's Medicated 


Rubber Stockings and Anklets 
Light or dark rubber. For over 20 years they 
have relieved swelling, varicose veins and rheu- 
matism promptly. ‘orn next to the skin they 
induce natural heat, stimulate the circulation 
and give a neat and trim appearance. They 
give wonderful support and are a yer 
against cold and dampness. Anklets $7 

extra high$9, Stockings $12. Send check 

or money order—no —~ 4 Write for Booklet, 


Dr. JeanneS.S. Walter, 389 FifthAve.,N.Y. 


< Have Beautiful, 


Curled Eye Lashes 


Your eyes will look larger and 

more attractive. Lashes with a 

beautiful, natural upward curve 

‘make bright eyes sparkle with 
greater brilltenty — —soft eyes appear softer. 


| 


Curls lashes WITHOUT heat or cosmetics. Nothing to put ON 
or INTO your eyes. Simply apply gentle pressure an instant and 
you have a beautiful curl that lasts one to three days. Nothing 
extra to buy or replace.” $1 postpaid or you can pay postman $1 
plus postage. Money back guaranice. , Beauty information free 
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to our Students 


This Hawaiian Guitar ex- 
pert and professor wants 
the opportunity to welcome 
you as a student so you will 
quickly learn how to play 
Hawaiian Guitar—yes, you will 
be able to play just like the native 
Hawaiians to get you started 
and help your musical success 
which wil? bring you pop- 
ularity, you will receive a 
beautiful Hawaiian Guitar, 
the same as the one pic- . 
tured, free when you en- 
roll. Our short cut methe 2 
od of instruction will 3 
enable you to play a . 
piece almost from the 
first lesson. Rush 
coupon for full par- 
ticulars today and 
we will reserve a gift 
Hawaiian Guitar for 
you. 


Learn to 
Play Quickly” 


With our short cut method of instruction 
you will quickly poate how to play Hawaiian 
Guitar which will t >ring you popularity and social sux 
cess. You learn to play from notes. If you never had 
any musical training, you will quickly get on, because 
@ur nine experts have perfected a course ‘of home 
instruction which is as simple as learning A, A, B, C’s. 


Picture and Phonograph Record 
Method Easy upon 


success, but we Gussie picsures of our professors play 
ing, diagrams, charts and phonograph re cords 

for each lesson. This practically brings our 
professors from our studio to your own home 

and enables you to listen to their playin 

just as if they were actually in front oi 

you. To an S this is easy, we will 

you your first lesson free. 


Rush Coupon—Send No Money 


So positive are we that Pn will become one of 
our students, we will send free without obligation, 
our first lesson. Also receive our free big 
which gives particulars about our course. Write 
for your and your free lesson today. 


HAWAIIAN STUDIO No. 795 

New York Academy of Music 
100 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y¥. 

Please rush your free book, “How to Learn Hawalian 
Guitar” my first lesson. / reserve a gift 
Hawaiian Guitar for me. This obligates me in no way 
whatever. 
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Movilie prcrure co. 
8. Dearborn St, Dept. 78, Chicago 
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In Case She Marries 


[Continued from page 35} 


le mourning, I guess, Judge Morgan.” I 


It seemed to me that I couldn’t 
“But you see, mourning isn’t ap- 
for a girl who's going to be 
* I said with a rush. 

exclaimed Judge Morgan. 
He stopped and re- 
“Of course, we 


| hesitated. 
go on. 
pre priate 
mz arrie 
“Married 
“You don’t mean—” 
| membered his manners. 


| supposed From your uncle’s will—” he 


| added, hastily. 

He hadn't supposed anything of the kind, 
the old darling, but it was nice of him to 
pretend. 


WOULDN'T tell you just yet, only—” 

I said, blushing. 

“Only it was your duty to tell me, so that 
I can carry out the terms of your uncle’s 
will,” he helped me. Then he gave me a 
scare. “There aren’t many married men 
who have attained the age of maturity in 
Worden,” he mused. “The only bachelor 
I can think of at the moment of—er—about 
your own age, is Jimmy Holmes.” 

“Mercy!” exclaimed, my _ cheeks 
crimson. “The man I'm going to marry 
doesn’t live in Worden. His name is Lewis 
Brown, and he lives in Tarryville!” 

There, it was done! 

“Brown? I think I’ve heard the name,’ 
joked old Judge Morgan, mildly. “Will 
you be married soon, my dear?” 

“Very soon,” I said. I swallowed hard. 
“We're going to be married there. It’s 
hard for him to get away.” 

“Business comes first,” 
Morgan, approvingly. “By the way, Pris- 
cilla, what is his business, if I may ask?” 

I gulped. 

“He’s an undertaker.” 

It was oddly the only occupation that I 
could think of at the moment. 

“Ah!” said the judge, a little startled. 
“Well, my’dear, as one of the executors 
of your Uncle’s will, I shall*take great 
pleasure in placing the sum he left for that 
purpose to your credit in the bank. It'll 
come in handy for frills, eh? May I take 
the privilege of an old friend, and wish 
you happiness, my dear?” 

Happiness! I could never expect to have 
that, of course, but anyhow I would get 
even with Uncle Peter. I knew I was a 
thief, as I walked home through the, peace- 
ful streets, but somehow I didn’t care. I 
had earned that two thousand dollars—oh, 
I had earned it by all those years shut in 
with a sneering, old cripple! And, though 
I lost my immortal soul, I was going to 
steal a honeymoon! I'd get the money, I'd 
have a month of gaiety, I'd cheat Uncle 
Peter out of the good time I’ve never had, 
and then I’d come back and tell them all 
what I had done. What did I care what 
they did to me? 

The first thing I had to do was to write 
myself some love-letters. I blushed and 
laughed as I began on the first one, though 
it isn’t really very amusing to write love- 
letters to one’s self. When I had enough 
finished for the month, I’d take them to 
Tarryville, where Delia Rogers, an old 
school chum who taught school there, would 
mail them back to me, at the rate of one a 
day. 

I sat up nearly all night long writing 
love-letters to myself, and the next day I 
took them to Tarryville. Delia Rogers 
teased me a little, but she wasn’t inquisitive, 
and she readily promised to do as I asked. 
Delia is a dear. : 

“That’s right,—make him jealous, Pris- 
cilla!” she said. I didn’t tell her that no 
man in the world would be jealous no 
matter how many love-letters I got. 
couldn't. 

I got some new clothes in Tarryville— 
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assented Judge 


a silver evening gown, and a French blue 
crépe de chine with a big black hat lined 
with the same color, and a pink linen. for 
afternoons. I told myself that they would 
do for the beginning of my trousseau. 
Every old maid ought to have a trousseau, 
I thought. They need them ever so much 
more than the brides. 

But I couldn’t wait for my honeymoon. 
That afternoon I put on the pink linen. 
It was becoming, if I do say it myself. 
Then I took Muffins under my arm, and 
went out into my neglected garden. I won- 
dered who would take care of it while I 
was away. Everything would die if there 
wasn’t someone to water it. Of course, 
there was Jimmy Holmes right next door, 
but he’d be sure to forget. 

“No, Jimmy Holme® wouldn’t do,” I 
said, aloud. 

“And why wouldn't he, 
Jimmy, himself, 


then?” asked 
suddenly rising to an up- 
right position, on the other®8ide of the 
fence. He looked at me as if he couldn't 
take his eyes off me. 

“I don’t blame that young man over in 
Tarryville,” he said, brandishing a copy of 
the WV orden Weekly. 

“You don’t mean it’s in the paper!” I 
gasped. 

Heavens! It had never occurred to me 
that it would be printed right out there, 
for everyone to read! It seemed a much 
greater lie, somehow, set down in print. 
And just suppose there should be an under- 
taker named Brown in Tarryville—stranger 
things have happened—and he should deny 
that he was engaged to me? I couldn't 
even remember what I had said was the 
first name of my fiancée. I must look in 
the paper and see! 

“I think I’ve been blind,” said Jimmy 
Holmes, slowly. “Blind or a fool! Well, 
t’s too late, now, I suppose. I’m just going 
fishing, Priscilla; be an angel and come 
along. You may talk about him if you must 
—the lucky guy! I wish him no harm. I 
hope he chokes, that’sgall !” 

“Don’t be an idiot!” L laughed. 

“Too late,” said Jimmy, gloomilye “I’m 
already it—else I wouldn't let. a Tarryville 
undertaker get ahead of me. Come on, 
Priscilla.” 

“Wait till I get some sugar cookies,” I 
said. 


HAD the most heavenly time during the 
next few weeks that I had ever had in all 
my life. Jimmy Holmes was always taking 
me places, and the rest of the time I put in 
buying my trdusseau. I got all the things 
I'd ever longed for hopelessly,—every one. 
When I was eight, I’d longed for’a crimson 
coat, like Nellie Newton’s down the street, 
and Uncle Peter had mocked at me, but 
I got it now, a trim little sports affair. 
When I was fifteen, I was heartbroken 
because Uncle Peter wouldn't let me get a 
baby-blue organdie to wear to my first high 
school dance, so I got it now. 

“Aren’t you flattered?” I said to Jimmy 
Holmes, one evening when he dropped in. 
“This is a part of my trousseau.” It was 
the baby-blue frock. “I put it on just for 
” > 


“It’s bad luck to wear trousseau things 
ahead of time,” said Jimmy. “I hope the 
bad luck arrives in the form of a broken 
neck for the Tarryville undertaker, or, 
anyhow, a broken engagement! That 
would be bad luck, would it not? Yes, it 
would not!” 

All at ence, after being entirely over- 
looked for years, I found myself almost 
the belle of the town! Everybody asked 
me to dinner. Girls Who had«treated “me 
like a grandmother talked to me about 
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$1,180 Cash Gi Given 


We alrendy given away many 
to advertise our business. Now we cive $1, te in 
Cash. 100 Cash yl How would you like to win the 
First Prise of $500.00 in cash? Think of the —— 
things $5600.00 will buy and what you could do with it, 
Write me at once. 


Sol Thi Puzzl 

There are 7 piles of money in the picture. By drawing 
three atraight lines each pile can be separated from the 
others. Get out your pencil and see if you can work it out. 
For youre answer J willsend you 030 points toward the First 
Prise of $500.00, and tell you how to get 70 more points, 
will First Prize. 9 other Cash Prizes. — 
ded who takes an active part. 


Send No Money 


Not @ penny of money is needed now or later: 
Don’tsend a cent. Clip the picture and mailit today wi 
your solution of the puzzle, together oan your name oes 

ress. 


00.00 extra is offered for 
once. 
8. WHITE, 1915, Jackson Bivd., 


Book on 


Deafness 


Write today for 168 page FREE book 
fullparticulars andtestimonials 
undreds of grateful users w 
bearing has been restored by useofour 
“little wireless phones for theears.”” 
Wilson Common tence Ear Drums 
uire no medicine but effectively replace what is 
lacking or defective in the natural ear, Gryme. They 
are simple devices, which the wearer easily fits into the 
care where they are invisible. Soft, safe ~~ comfortable. 


Bargain in SALE! 


OLID gold effect case 
guaranteed 25 years. 
Richly engraved. Railroad model 
with famous Leanard Regulator. 
Adjusted forabsolute accuracy, 
Backed by million dollar factory. 
SEND NO MONEY 
man Sale 
price $3.87 and postage on ar- 
rival. BRADI back guaranteed. 


, N-127, Newton, 


Remove BLEMISHES 


Are ansightly pimples robbing 

youof 

iness? Be rid of them, quickly! 

lene — @ new, amazingly 

fSast-working, harmless. cream 

treatment does wonders in most stub! 

Pimples. Pactheads. Sallow Skin, Prickly Heat, erupt- 

es, Gives you the smooth attractive complex- 

you Get, a jar today. your druggist hasn't Lescu- 
send 60c for full-sized jar postpaid. Satiafaction Guaranteed. 


THE LESCULENE CO.. Dept. 7, HENDERSON, KY. 
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person stationary yoo wil be delisted to ue An ideal gift 
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ei sturdy bi write 


National Statienery Ca. 1915 Lincola Highway, Batavia, [iets 
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HOW NOW! 


clothes, and made confidence which began: 
“And then he said—”’ Men who hadn't 
seemed to see me before, clustered around 
to talk to me. I couldn't help wondering 
what they would all think when they knew, 
but I wasn’t sorry. 

I got a funny little second-hand car, and 
Jimmy taught me to run it. We called it 
the Grasshopper, and poked all kinds of 
fun at it, but secretly I thought it was per- 
fection. I felt dashifg, and youthful, and 
gay, whefi I drove down the street. 

One day, as I was driving it down Main 
Street, I was halted by a hearty greeting, 
called out by a tall, good-looking stranger. 

“Priscilla Deering! Aren’t you even 
going to speak to me?” 

For one awful moment I thought it must 
be Lewis Brown, the Tarryville undertaker, 
come in the flesh to repudiate me. Then I 
knew him. It was Dean Wallis, after all 
these years! 

“You won't find it so easy to get rid of 
me this time!” he warned. “I’m told you’re 
engaged! Well, what of that? An en- 
gagement’s as easy to break as a dinner 
date, when you know how. I stayed single 
for your sake all these years, Priscilla. 
Pretend it was for my sake that you did 
the same, won’t you? If that toy go-cart 
will hold two, let me get in, and let’s run 
out to the Inn for some lunch and a gab.” 

I let him do most of the talking. How 
his voice brought everything back to me; 
his shy, awkward, boy’s way of making 
love, and the smell of the lilacs in the 
garden, arid the very look of the faded little 
blue lawn dress I had worn the day he 
asked me to marry him! I thought of these 
things while I listened to the iliad of his 
wanderings. He had been in Alaska, South 
America and Mexico; had served in the 
army in the Great War; and had toured the 
Orient since then. Knocked around 
aplenty, Dean Wallis said, and now he was 
tired of that, and he wanted to settle down, 
and take root in a home garden. His eyes 
rested on me with a question in their depths 
as he said it. 

It was good to have Dean Wallis back, 
good, if the truth must be told, to haye 
him making love to me again. But I could 
just see Uncle Peter smiling his crooked 
smile at my expense. Dean Wallis wanted 
to marry me—and by making up a lie, I’d 
shut myself away from marriage! If I 
told him the truth, he wouldn’t want to 
marry me, I knew. No man would undér- 
stand why T’d done such a thing. In trying 
to get even with Uncle Peter, I’d simply 


I GOT more and more frightened as the 
days went by. It was almost the date 
that I had set formy marriage. Finally, the 
day came that was to be my last in Worden. 
In the early morning I was to set forth in 
my little rattletrap of a car, with my 
trousseau in a steamer trunk on the back. 
I meant to spend the month in driving 
about the country, staying at lively hotels 
along the way, decked in my pretty clothes. 
It would be fun. Only, somehow, now it 
didn’t seem as much fun as I had thought 
it would be. And when it was over I'd 
have to come back, and tell the truth, and 
take my medicine. How everyome would 
laugh at me! Well, anyhow, I'd be even 
withJUncle Peter 

I packed my clothes that afternoon 
with small, loving pats for each pretty 
garment. When Jimmy Holmes came 
home from the office that afternoon, I asked 
|him to carry the trunk down for me, and 
|put it im the back of the car. He didn’t 
do it very graciously. Jimmy had been 
| sulky the last few days since Dean Wallis 
| had come back to town 

“How in the world do you think you can 
drive to Tarryville all alone!” he growled. 
|“About all you know how to do yet is to 


sentenced myself to spinsterhood forever! 


Al the Worlel 
admires the 
SlenderWoman 


GAT is regarded as abnormal, affecting: wf 
BEAUTY, HEALTH and FITNESS! . 


REDUCE 


Be addmired—Become ATTRACTIVE~DAINTY and 
ALLURING. NO EXERCISE; NO DIETS; No { 
DRUGS; NOTHING INTERNAL! Sitnply bathe, 
with: PINE-OZONE — the NATURAL WAY thar 


washes away excesé flesh through the pores. The 
ONLY NATURAL PURE PINE PRODUCT of ie | 
ind in AMERICA. Endorsed by American, and { 

European physicians. 


Develops Bust Like Magic! 


GROWDINA 
for bust, neck or arm dovotopmont 
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Will you sell your 
imagination P 


Ir THINGS inside you seem to clamor to 
be written, with an almost torturin 
magic . . . you are potentially the kin 
of writer that editors bid for. And if 
there is impetus to your thinking, so 
that ideas jostle and push . . . the 
Palmer Institute of Authorship can train 
your imagination to write itself down at 
a profit to you of two, three, five cents a 
word or even more. The method is strictly 
pom You are taught, concisely, 

correspondence, short story and photo- 
: y technique. Suspense, intrigue, char- 
acter, climax—all the intricate tools of 
short story and photoplay writing are 
put into your hands and you are taught 
to use them well. You carve out stories 
that go over strong, yet are a art of you 
—your own peculiar talents. For details, 
send coupon. 


PALMER INSTITUTE OF AUTHORSHIP 
Palmer Building, Hollywood, Calif. 91-E 
CLAYTON HAMILTON, Pres. FRepeRIcK PALMER, Vice-Pres. 

Please send me, without any obligation, 
details, about your home-study course ‘in: 
Short Vriting English Expression 

Photoplay Writing 
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Throw Away 
Look Your 
This Summer 


Girls 
Your Fat! 
Best 


Start Today, Take Off from 10 to 50 
Pounds, as I did—Simple, Easy, 
Harmless Way—HERE IIT IS. 


If you are ashamed of your figure, especially in a bathing 
suit, decide to take off that extra fat and look your best on 
the beach this summer. You can do it. I did. 1 am glad to 
be able to explain to you how to go about it—I am not going 
to tell you to go through strenuous exercises or weakening 
diets. | will not recommend you to rub your body with absurd 
creams or wear reducing girdles or garments, as I KNOW 
THEY ARE ABSOLUTELY WORTHLESS. I am giving 


you here the new way found out in Paris and which is 
the most marvelous discovery ever made to easily and safely take off fat 
I suffered for years with all the troubles well known to fat people—time 
after time, I deprived myself from all pleasures—bathing, dancing, riding 
or golfing, because of my ridiculously fat figure. I turned down parties and 
friends to avoid the dreaded, “Here comes fatty,’ until one day, after I 
had tried everything known to reduce and failed, I hit upon SAN-GRI-NA 
with which I made myself over. SAN-GRI-NA is the discovery of a French 
scientist who has solved the problem of obesity. SAN-GRI-NA is +. up 
in small tasteless tablets. You take two before each meal and watch your 
weight go down. With this simple, easy, marvelous new way, I reduced 
from 180 to 130 poundsljin eight weeks and have never re gained since. The 
reducing I went through was gradual and easy—did not leave me flabby or 
wrinkled—with every pound of fat lost, I felt a steady increase in strength 
and vitality. Now my health is splendid and I look and feel years younger 
SAN-GRI-NA is guaranteed absolutely harmless, and is sold with money 
back guarantee. Nothing like SAN-GRI-NA was ever before offered to 
you—Try it Today 

VOTE: Since I have given out this wonderful secret to the American 
public, the demand has been so tremendous, that every good drug or 
department store is supplied with SAN-GRI-NA. Get your package 
cole and watch your fat disappear 
Distributed by the Scientific Research 


Laboratories, 1841 Broadway, 


Dept. 295A, New York City 


““UNMASKS YOUR 
HIDDEN BEAUTY” 


FREE 


BEAUTYPEEL Learn Piano! 


— of freckles, tan, Thia, interesting Free Book 
ackheads, liver spots, wrinkles, and sal- shows how you can me a skill 
+ of t quarter 
low, muddy or oily skin. NON-ACID 
with an expert ie worth a dozen other 


stainless lotion. Painless, harmless home 
treatment. Used by famous movie stars. 


lessons Quinn's famous Written 
Method includes all of the many im, 


Effects astounding. Guaranteed. Write today for proofs - For the beginner 
and FREE BOOK “FACE PEELING AT HOME.” |  plaxers. Highly to craduates 
Newl Chemical Co., Inc., De a. 605, All music free. Ry ranted.” Write for_ {ree book. 


2856 Sunset Bivd., eee Calif 


Puncture Proofs 


Ti with new wonder 


GALACITE 


The greatest and most t ti invention 
P rot the past few years—banishes tire trouble forever. This 
YW wonderful new scientific discovery repairs @ puncture instantly 
without taking the tire off wheel or rim, Fig 4 makes any 
any tire puncture-proof for life. Guaranteed not te injure 
or tire. On the contrary, it preserves and lengthens the life of both 


tube and tire, often— 
Increasing Tire Mileage from 10,000 to 12,000 Miles. 
MAKE THIS TEST Take a hammer and drive as many nalis 
ipto a tire as you wish, 10-20-1060, « 
makes no difference. GALACITE seals the punctures instantly as soon 
as they are made. Stovs all slow leaks and porous places. Used in 
alt kinds of tires including low pressure Balloon. GALACITE is war- 
ranted for one year, but will last indefinitely. 


GUARANTEED TO DO ALL WE CLAIM 
Don't confuse Galacite with anything else ever intended for the same 
purpose; it is new and different—a revolutionary invention, the —_ 
of years of research and experiment. GALACITE is backed by 
Money Guarantee, must make we will, You take 


no risk. 
AGENTS—$5,000 to $10,000 a Year 
TREMENDOUS PROFITS. Agents and Distributors everywhere to dem- 
onstrate and sell to car owners, garages, filing stations. Work all or 
spare time in your own home town or traveling. GALACITE selis it- 
self. Every customer becomes so enthusiastic that he helps you sell 
his friends. A revetutionary invention that will make you independent. 
You can also manufacture and sell Galacite puncture proof inner tubes. 
SEND NO MONEY. Just your name and address will 
acT Quick bring complete particulars by return mail, Get this 
information right sow. Test it out. Get started while the territery 
you want is still even. 


C.F. JOHNSON & CO, 19 W. Jackson Blvd. Dept. 132 CHICAGO 
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step on the starter! There are a lot of 
sharp curves between here and Tarryville, 
I'll have you know! Suppose a tire goes 
bad on you? Suppose these old brakes— 
I told you they needed re-lining—you're 
a little fool! I think I'll drive you over 
to Tarryville, myself!” 

My heart stopped beating at the very 
idea. 

“You'll do nothing of the kind!” I said, 
decidedly. “Who ever heard of taking a 
third person along on a honeymoon! You 
aren't wanted!” 

But the very thought of how much I did 
want him along on my honeymoon made 
me, the moment he was gone, throw myself 
down on the old, worn, leather couch, and 
sob into its pillows. I was still there, my 
head buried, ostrich-wise, when I heard 
Dean Wallis come upon the veranda, ring 
the bell urgently, and finally go away. 
When he was gone I got up and bathed my 
eyes. 

The girls came in and gave me a kitchen- 
shower that evening—a kitchen-shower for 
me! Double-boilers, percolators, egg- 
beaters, even a marvelous eleetric batter- 
mixer, all so bright and shining! I felt as 
if I had stolen the pretty, brilliant things. 
They served ice-cream and cake, kissed me, 
wished me happingss—happiness !—and 
went away calling back farewell messages. 

“Give our love to Mr. Brown. Never 
mind yours 

“The weather reports say light showers 
of rice tomorrow !” 

When they were all gone, I clasped the 
electric batter-mixer to my heart and burst 
into tears. I couldn’t help it. It broke my 
heart that all their love and kindness, all 
these pretty, shining things, weren't really 
mine. 

“T'll use them once, anyhow!” I thought, 
wiping away my tears. “I'll use them now!” 

went into the kitchen and kindled a 
fire in the range. Excitedly, I sifted flour 
with my new sifter, beat eggs with my new 
beater, and put the marvelous, new mixer 
into waffle-batter. Then I started the 
coffee in the new percolator. What dif- 
ference did it make? I wouldn't sleep, 
anyhow. 

“What in the world are you doing up at 
this ungodly hour?” Jimmy Holmes sud- 
denly put a worried face in at my door. “I 
thought maybe it was burglar’s!” he said. 
“Do you know it’s nearly two?” 

“Come in and have some waffles and 
coffee!” I recklessly invited. Worden 
would be shocked, of course, but Worden 
would soon be so shocked, anyhow, that 
this wouldn't matter. 

We laughed and talked and ate any 
number of waffles, and drank innumerable 
cups of coffee. I thought to myself it was 
the last really happy hour that I would ever 
have. At last Jimmy got up to go. 

“Good luck, Priscilla!” He gripped my 
hand hard. “You tell Mr. Brown that he’ll 
be good to you if he knows what’s good 
for him,” he said in a low voice. “Well, 
good-by, dear.” 

“Be careful!” I exclaimed. 


SPOKE too late. Jimmy, as he went 

toward the door, had banged against the 
old letter-helder tacked to the wall, just 
where it had stood in Uncle Peter’s life 
time. Now he stood bewildered with 
letter’s all about him—on the table, on the 
floor, on the old cupboard by the wall. One 
had even fallen into the empty batter-bowl, 
and another teetered uncertainly on Jimmy’s 


shoulder. My love-letters—that I had 
written to myself! : 
“Priscilla! How’s this?” exclaimed 


Jimmy. 

He had picked up one of the letters, and 
was staring at it intently, He picked up 
another, and stared intently at that. The 
letters were all in the same handwriting, 
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people and objects miles away 
Brings new pleasures to 
, term, camp, travel, sport. 
See moon and stars as never before. 
New Ferry ‘‘Wonder”’ telescope 
5 sections — over 3 ft. long 
2m. 12 in. closed. Fully 
bound. Powerful lenses. 


FREE! 


es, Absolutely FREE! 
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Easy—lIntroducing NEW STYLE 
GUARANTEED HOSIERY—Must 
wear or replaced free—All the Latest 
Styles—Fabricsand Colors—BIG 
PROFITS—Repeat orders bring you 
— income. YOUR PAY IN AD- 

ANCE—Just write orders—WE 
DELIVER and COLLECT- 

ital or experience needed —Sampl 

turnished—All colors- i 

ing finest full-fashioned silks 
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of noses. 


AnITR nose / ADJUSTER 


Shapes while you recommend it 
highly and proclaim the AN the safest and most 
comfortable to 
Pertect shaped Nose. 
lutely GUARANTEED. 
No screws——No metal. 
Write for FREE Booklet. 
stures’s Way To Happiness’’ 


The Co. 


Dept. 595 Anita Building 
WEWARK, J. 
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they bore the postmark of Tarryville, and 
not a letter of them all had ever been 
ned ! 

“You told me when you got them that you 
wanted to be alone to read them!” said 
Jimmy Holmes, in a daaed voice. “Why 
didn’t you read them, Priscilla?” 

I couldn’t think of anything to tell him. 
It was easy to see that he wouldn't go away 
till I told him something. Well, he had 
to know some day. 

“T didn’t need to read them, Jimmy,” I 
Said. “I wrote them. There isn’t any Mr. 
Brown in Tarryville, Jimmy, so far as I 
know. If there is, he isn’t engaged to ge. 
Nobody is. I was stealing a honeymoon! 
Oh, I know what you'll think of me——” 

But did I? I seemed to have made a 
mistake. Jimmy’s arms were about me, 
and he was kissing my eyes, my hair, my 
mouth. Presently he pushed me away from 
him. 

“But what for?” I was _ bewildered. 
Hadn't Jimmy meant the kisses? Was he 
going to make me leave him now? 

“We're leaving,” he explained. “We're 
starting on our honeymoon. When we get 
to Tarryville we'll be married. But I’m 
not going to waste a minute longer than 
necessary, so we're starting now!” 


| 


Not That I Cared! 


[Continued from page 44] 


of their trip. It must have been great. 

Gee, how I wanted to be a man that 
night! Then I quickly decided that I 
didn’t want to, because then—well, I didn’t 
know just why, but Philip Ralston was 
mixed up in it in some way. How straight, 
and powerful, and manlike he was, in his 
high-topped boots, riding-breeches, and 
flannel shirt! How romantic to my young 
eyes. 

After the lecture, Uncle Dick and» I 
went behind the platfgrm and into the 
ception room. They greeted each other 
with grins that spread from ear. to ear. 
Uncle Dick leaned close to him and said 
something in his ear that no one else could 
hear. He threw back his head and howled 
with laughter while they hung to each 
other’s hand. 

Then he was bowing over my hand and 
looking into my eyes, greeting me as though 
there was no one else in all the world but 
me. A little thrill shot up my arm and 
down to my toes when he touched me, and 
to save my life I couldn’t do anything but 
mumble in answer to his words and smile. 

But when we were seated around a table 
in a nearby hotel, I prayed that every girl 
I had ever known during all of my life 
would suddenly come walking in. I was so 
proud that I hung on every word they said 
and kept looking out of the corner of my 
eye to see if other people noticed them and 
perhaps knew who they were. 

They looked like the pictures one sees of 
bronzed Englishmen lighting cigarettes in 
the deep recesses of their club chairs—the 
kind on a cigarette poster—something I 
had begun to think was a myth. 

After they had talked for a half-hour, 
one stopping to get his breath while the 
other kept on, Mr. Ralston turned to me 
and said, “I guess we're boring you pretty 
much, aren’t we?” 

“Lord, no!” I said breathlessly. “I’m 
so thrilled I can’t"get my breath!” 

He threw back his head and laughed 
that charming laugh again. 

“This is ‘Team,’ Phil,” Uncle Dick said. 
“Remember I told you about her ?” 

“Holy smoke, yes,” he replied. “The 
girl who wouldn’t ever wear anything but 
overalls and football moleskins. Do you 
still play?” he asked, politely smiling. 

I colored and kicked Uncle Dick under 
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Learn Music 
as Easy as A'B'C 


Learn music at home—without a tdacher. 
C@ts only afew cents a day. Trial lesson free. 


Doesn’t it embarrass. you to sit idle at a 
erty and let others do all the entertaining? 

Jouldn’t you like to join in the fun? 
Wouldn’t you like to be popular ?—be the 
life of the party? Here’s how: 


Learn to Play This Easy Way 
This remarkable new method has already 


shown nearly a half-million people how to 
play their favorite instrument. It’s lots of fun and 
simple as A.B.C. You learn in half the time. You 
play melodies right from the start. You learn by 
playing familiar tunes instead of tedious exercises. 
And popularity is not the only thing this musical 
training insures. Good musicians earn $60 to $150 a 
w = playing in orchestras. Always a big demand for 
them. 


Free Book and Demonstration Lesson 


describes this wonderful musical opportunity. Send 
for them today before copies are exhausted. You'll be 


astounded, thrilled, 
Pick Your Course! fascinated at the Free 
Sight sindins 


Demonstration Lesson 
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which explains this 
easy, rapid way to be- 
come a veritable mas- 
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strument. Name below 
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interested 

Instruments sup- 
plied when needed, 


Finger 
Harmony and Composition on credit. 
Banjo (Tenor, Plectrum or 


-String) 


U. S. School of Music, 
4275 Brunswick Bidg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, ‘‘Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home,”’’ with introduction by Dr. Frank Crane, 
Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your Special 
Offer. I am interested in the following course: 

Have You 
Instrument? 
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Ka many mont 
— yes, longer than a liquid $10 dollar 


and coupon Money back delight 
LURE 1010 Hearst Bids. 


| | 
| 
Telescope Ay =) | 
& 
— 
5 
5 Sections | iid 
8-PowerLenses | e- es 
Thousands Delighted! | 
ong any de ighted with | K 
le the Wonder’ tel- | 
Handsome leatherette cov- escope. Today I have 
li ered Carrying Case, light, been watching | 
d strap. Handy for farmers, rines 3milesoff thecoast.” | . e 
euto tourists and hikers. 
old andif I could not get another 
would not take $10.00 for it 
ry I can tell time on 
miles away 
; ould tell color of 
sropiane 4 miles away Mrs. L. M. | 
3 al ight House 18 
Scribner. } | 
z » 
4 ¥ 
é 
| 
| 
only ball-b t 
est Price Ever Olered 
ie payments. All the 1926 improvements: high- | 
- est quality rebuilt; guaranteed 5 5 years. | 4 
END 
MONEY 
Without delay or red. tape, we'll 
send you this ty 
FREE nie typewriter for a 10 
a | 
T Dinner Rin Mandolin Guilt 
f MA Diamond and sapphire dinner rings are Hawaiian SteeiGuitar Harp 
ter 1 the latest thing in jewelry. Ring illus- | Clarinet Ukelele 
trated bere, set with 21 fiery. perfect Flute Cornet 
stones and 2 | | | Saxophone Piccolo 
genuine diamond model Piano Accordion Trombone 
at difficulty intelling one from the other. | 
1 Biegest jewelry bargain ever offered. U.S 
Why t you own one whenit costs ic, 4275 
‘T only $3.89? Send no money. ox | J 
om | — York City. 
u SAA: days Tf not satisfied, we return your 
at 
ADVANCE 
le 
is Name vee 
(Please write plaini 
1 
Sh eik-LQwe 
| “4 > 
it New Imported Perfume Sensation 
- For Both 
| Sexes 
st | 4 > \\ ] 
able ir demon \ / 
h everyway. stration || | j 
periors, || | 
be | — All The Rage 
With 1stOrder 
Miniature lures. Everybody adores it. The finest, rarest importec 
| Glass Dome 
d With 50c 
| Refit 
d | Name 
le edal | 
PS | | Send stamps, currency, money order or check. 
Remember, if not pleased money refunded. id 


“Had trouble with my “Had enlarged pro- 
prostate gland for five state gland, but I feel 
years Can recommend that the trouble is now 
your treament to any- entirely relieved.’ 
one afflicted as I was.”’ DR. J FRANK Me- 

D. W. CORNELIUS, MICHEAL, Union City, 
Pittsburgh, Pa Tenn 


“Tt has relieved my 
prostatic decline and 


bladder trouble, and J. W. CASEY found 
quick relief after being 
and buoyancy that is in a sufferer for thirty 
deed years, and after trying 


Reedley, Calif. everything ever heard of. 


Let European Gland Surgeons Show 
Results Equal to This Simple 
Home Treatment 


The world has been electrified by the ngws- 
paper reports of the work of famous gland 
surgeons. But they admit the limitations of 
medicine and surgery. And, now, a_ well 
known American Scientist has developed a 
simple treatment that any man can use in 
the privacy of his home—and it has been 
used already by 20,000 men with quick, posi- 
tive results—in many cases almost miracu 
lous 
The highest medical authorities adfee that 
650 of all men past a certain middle age are 
troubled with a little known, but vital disor 
ler—the disorder of the prostate gland. Here- 


FREE BOOK 
‘“‘Why Many Men Are Old at 40”’ 


It reveals facts that 
No obligation. Sim- 


Send at once for this free book. 
cannot be divulged on this page. 
ply fill out the coupon below. 


THE ELECTRO THERMAL COMPANY 
6757 Main St., Steubenville, Ohio 


tofore men have frequently thought that such 
devitalizing pains and irritations as Sciatica, 
yains in the back, legs and feet, nervousness, 
f lack of physical and mental vigor, 
were simply signs of approaching old age. 
Too often and without understanding | the 
man will give up and resign himself to the be 
lief that vitality is lost permanently. 


Simple Home Treatment 


But now, after seven years of invaluable experiment- 
ing ifter actual use by more than twenty thousand men 
throughout the United States and Foreign Countries 
this wonderful new treatment has produced amazing re- 
sults even to men past eighty and ninety years of age. 
This new treatment is simple, safe and convenient and 
easy to use right at home There are no books, no diets, 


nsomnpia, 


ELECTRO THERMAL COMPANY 
6757 Main St., Steubenviile, Ohio 


Please send me free and without obligation a 
copy of your Interesting book, “Why Many Men 
Are Old At 40.’ 

Name 
City 


Western Office, Dept. 67-Z /7il 
Van Nuys Bidg., Los Angeles, Calif. 


no electric rays, no mediciagy 


‘BE A MAGICIAN! 


Gase into your mysterious crystal ball. Tell 
vour friends all the intimate things about them 4 
You will thrill them 


that you “see” there 

A wonderful game 
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the table. What was the use of trying to 
be feminine, and mysteriousy-and dainty, 
with a family around ? 

“No, but I'd like to,” I said, and they both 
laughed at me. 

1 can’t remember the next hour. I 
danced with him and felt like an infant 
being carried about in the arms of a 
mighty giant. I saw a girl I knew on the 
floor and shoved Mr. Ralston around until 
I was sure she had seen us and I could nod 
to her, carelessly and nonchalantly, as 
though I always danced with men who 
looked like.gods! I saw her eyes open wide, 
and I knew that tomorrow she would be 
calling me on the phone to know who was 
the Apollo. 


HEN we left him at his hotel, he 

promised Uncle Dick that he would 
come up over the next week-end. All the 
way home I laid back in Uncle Dick's 
roadster, gazing at the stars and some- 
times I sighed until he turned and asked, 
“Who is the lucky boy?” 

Boy! As though I would ever have any 
thing to do with boys again, with their 
silly, boresome talk about college, and gin 
parties, and necking! I had raced leagues 
ahead of them in one little night. Wait 
until Ann Morse called me up in the 
morning. Maybe I wouldn't give her an 
earful about who he was! 

Why, it was just like a girl in a novel 
meeting a distinguished, romantic figure— 

“Here you are, Team!” I heard Uncle 
Dick saying in oar 


I started and lo6ked about me. I was 


“Asleep?” he asked. . 

I pretended to yawn and said, “Yes*” 

“Pretty late for little girls,” he laughed, 
and. I hopped out, but not before I gave 
him a hug and a kiss that must have sur- 
prised him. I loved Uncle Dick even more 
for even knowing him! 

I spent most of my time in my room for 
the rest of that week, avoiding everyone, 
wanting to be alone with my thoughts ang 
dreams of Philip Ralston. I heard Dad 
ask Mother: “What the devil’s wrong with 
that kid, anyway? Every time I speak to 
her..she looks at me as though she had 
never seen me before ! 

“Heaven knows,” Mother answered. 
“She’s been that way all week. She went 
to sleep out on tHe porch the other after- 
noen. I thought Len would tear out the 
driveway when he left in a huff. May 
the Lord have pity on the man——” then 
the door closed. 

half-dozen of the kids in my crowd 
phoned me during the rest of the week, 
wanting to take me to this place or that, 
but I refused all their invitations. I 
yawned in Len’s face until he was ready to 
kill me in cold blood. And on Friday after- 
noon I told him that I would have to break 
the engagement I had with him for Sat- 
urday night. It was the first time in 
months that Len and I were not to go 
some place to dance on Saturday night, and 
he almost slipped off his chair when I told 
him. 

Little fires sparkled in his eyes for a 
moment, and I was glad, because it was 
always easier when he was angry with me. 
When he acted as though he had lost his 
last friend, and sat staring straight ahead 
of him as though he contemplated jumping 
into the river, I just couldn’t be unkind to 
him. He was such a boy and so dear in so 
many ways! 

“Well, it will he last time you'll ever 
break a date with ” he said. 

“Maybe it'll be the last one I'll ever make 
with you, smarty! 

“Huh! You'll be calling me up Monday, 
asking me to take you. tO some darned 
place or other.” 


“Oh, is that so! Well, maybe I won't 
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nu Enroll Banjo 


Genuine professional tenor banjo—ab- 
solutely free when you enroll in Charles 
MeNeil’s famous home-study banjo course. It is a 
i-size instrument, worth $20 or more at any store, 
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Chicago Tenor Banjo Institute 
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DIMPLES 


can be yours 
improve Your Beauty 100% 


A new French Discovery that 
is being used by the leading 
beauty specialists of Paris. It 
is a simple, harmless, easily 
used device that quickly pro- 
duces fascinating dimples. 
Guaranteed absolutely harmless. 

¢ woman who cares for her appearance should have thie 
dimpler outfit, as dimples will add greatly to her attractions. 
4 for complete outfit and instructions. 


French eee Co., 89 Lexington Ave., New York, Dept. 110 
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leven be here Monday—TI may go away | 


some place before then 
“Away—where?” he asked scornfully. 
“Oh, away! Do I have to tell you every- 
thing ?” 
He pointed his finger at me, his teeth 
clenched together. 
“Do you know that sometimes I could 
strangle you with one hand——” 
‘And try to kiss me with the other, 
I broke in. 
That was too much for his dignity, and he 
went stamping out of thé house, boiling 
with rage. I ran to the window and waved 


at him as he went tearing out of the drive- 
way so fast I thought he would never 
make the turn. What a darling, I thought, | 
but so much of a boy! 

That mere I drove Dad’s car over to | 
Grandmother’s. I pretended that I was 
worried about Grandmother’s cold, but 
really I wanted to find out whet Philip 
Ralston was arriving. My, how surprised 
Grandmother must have been in the next 
few weeks, the way I worried over her! 
| Uncle Dick was sitting in the library 
| pouring over a book. When I went in he 
looked up and called out, “Hi, Team! 
Bring up a chair and I'll read you some stuff 
about the flappers in Cleopatra’s day.” 

“I don’t believe I'll have time, Uncle 
Dick. Mother told’me to come right back, 
because I’ve got to help her with some sort 
of a thingamabob for the church.” 

He laughed and turned back to his book. 
I started from the room, but at the doorway 
I stopped and said as unconcernedly as pos- 
sible, “When is Mr. Ralston coming ? 

Uncle Dick dropped his book in his lap 
and said, “He’s not coming, Team. Phoned 
me this morning. Something’s wrong with 
one of his kids and he had to go down to 
the seashore whefe they are staying for 
the summer !” 

“Kids!” It slipped out before I could 
stop it. Uncle Dick’s eyes seemed to open 
a little wider, and I knew that | mustn’t 
let him know. I put one of my hands on 
the door casement to steady me. Then I 
heard Uncle Dick saying: 

“Sure, he has two of the most adorable 
youngsters you ever saw—I guess they are 
about ten. We'll make him bring them up 
some time.” 

I mumbled something and turned away. 
There were tears in my eyes that I didn’t 
want Uncle Dick to see,#and there was a 
buzzing in my head that left me a little 
unsteady and faint. I stumbled a little as 
I went toward the front door. Then I 
couldn’t stand it. I had to know! So I 
went back just out of eyesight of Uncle 
Dick and called, “Is his wife nice, Uncle 
Dick ?” 


HEARD a page*rustle. A wait that 
seemed like all eternity, and he called : 

“She’s a wonder, Team.” 

That was all. I didn’t want to hear any 
more. She was alive! For a fleeting 
moment I wished that she weren't, then bit 
my lip at such a wicked thought. Why 
hadn’t Uncle Dick told me before? Or 
why Hadn’t he told me? Then I thought 
how silly it was even to think such a thing. 
Why should he tell me? Men didn’t go 
around with signs on their backs, saying 
“T am married.” But he hadn’t even 
mentioned his wife! What did she do while 
he went with Uncle Dick on expeditions? 
A fine sort of a wife, I told myself with 
scorn. I started” the car and drove toward | 
home, but I hardly knew what I was doing. | 
There was a steady beating in my ears, and 
a million questions in my mind, and I just 
couldn’t seem to get my thoughts straight. 

What a little fool I was, anyway! Still, 
hadn’t he talked to me as though I was 
the only girl in the world, looking straight 
into my eyes until I could feel the blood 


racing through me like white, hot metal? 
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This new self-massaging belt not only makes you 
look thinner INSTANTLY—but actually takes off 
rolls of excess fat in a short time. It does the work 
of a professional masseur—at a fraction of the cost! 
Flabby fat cannot exist under its gentle, massaging 
action. It’s easy. No diet—no drugs—no tiresome 
exercises. 


1ET is weakening — drugs are dangerous — 

strenuous reducing exercises are liable to strain 
your heart The only safe méthod of reducing 
the only scientific method—is massage. This 
method sets up a vigorous circulation that seems 
to literally melt away,the surplus fat. Massage 
is highly effective, but the services of a masseur 
are expensive. The Weil Reducing Belt, made of 
special reducing rubber, produces exactly the same 
results as a skilled masseur, only quicker and 
cheaper 

Every move you make—walking, climbing stairs, 

even breathing—causes the Weil Belt to gently 
massage your abdomen Results are remarkably 
rapid because, this belt works for you every secon 
Watch your bulky waist vanish. 


Fat Replaced by Normal Tissue 

From 4 to 6 inches of bulky, useless flabby fat 
usually vanishes within just a few weeks. Only the 
good, solid, normal tissue remains. You will find 
yourself standing erect, chin in, shoulders back, 
chest high—just as Nature intended. You _ will 
breathe deep, walk with a firm step and experience 
the thrill of vigorous new life. You will look and 
feel 10 to 15 years younger 

Thousands of fat men have vastly improved their 
appearance at once with the Weil Reducing Belt. 


Made of the same scientifically treated rubber 
that is used by hundreds of professional athletes 
for reducing fat safely Physicians everywhere en- 
dorse it because it not only takes off fat but cor- 
rects stomach disorder, constipation, backache, 
shortness of breath and puts sagging internal organs 
back into plece. 
Special 10-Day Trial Offer 

Se ne Write for detailed description and 
testimonials from delighted users If you_ write at once 
oa jwill receive s lepecial 10-day trial offer. The Weil 
Sompany. 876 Hifi Street, New Haven, Conn, 


cory move of your body, walking, sitting, climbing 
merely breathing causes the Weil Beli to 
your abdomen, It works for you every 


The Weill Company, 
875 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 

Gentlemer Please send me complete description 
of the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt, and also 
your Special 10-Day Trial Offer. 
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Hadn’t he held my hand just a little longer 
than any other man had held it—except 
Len? There was something that made me 
like him—love him, yes. I did love him. I 
couldn’t help it—no one could help it. 

Tears came pouring down my cheeks and 
I had to turn off alongside the road because 
I couldn't see to drive. How long I sobbed 
there, I don’t know—all huddled down in 
the seat, crying like a baby. If I had only 
known he was married then I wouldn't 
have let myself—but in my heart I knew 
that even that wouldn’t have made any dif- 
ference; I would have adored him just the 
same. 

The mext morning I called up Len and 
asked him where we were going to dance 
that night. At first he tried to be angry, but 
he was so glad that he couldn’t stay angry 
—and we had a marvelous night. I tried to 
keep the thought of Philip Ralston out of 
my mind, and only a few times he came 
flashing in for a moment or two. Then 
Len would look at me and say, “What 
the devil is on your mind, anyway ?” 

“Nothing, Len.” 

“Well, why weren't you going tq come 
with me tonight ?” 

fumbled in my mind for a moment to 
find an excuse. Isn't it funny that girls 
never tell a man the real reason when they 
want to break a date or even break their 
engagement—they always tell everything 
but the truth. 

The music began, and I got to my feet 
and we didn’t mention it again. 

The next Tuesday night at dinner, Uncle 
Dick said, “I had a letter ffom Phil today, 
Team, and he said, ‘Tell Team how much I 
enjoyed my dances with her and to keep 
her engagements open so that we san 
repeat them when I come up.’ You want 
to watch out for him, Team; he’s a heart- 
breaker.” 

Didn't I know it! I could feel the color 
rush to my face. And then I asked as 
casually as I could when he was coming. 

“He ,says he'll drive out as soon as he 
gets back to New York.” 

On Thursday afternoon I went for a 
walk with my pups trailing along behind 
me. And, try as I might, I could not keep 
Philip Ralston’s blue eyes and blonde hair 
froff floating before my eyes at every turn. 
I talked to my dogs and tried to tell them 
all about it. They sat on their#haunches 
with their heads cocked to one side, trying 
to appreciate the story. But just where 
they were supposed to cry, they both saw a 
chipmunk at the same time and made one 
grand leap, leaving me to finish my talk 
with myself. 

When I got back to the house, there was 
a big, shiny roadster drawm up before the 
door. I started to slip afoumd and go in 
the back so that I would miss anyone who 
had come to see me. But just then the door 
opened and Uncle Dick called me. I 
started up the steps and as he came out 
the door Philip Ralston followed him! 


COULD feel my knees sag a little, and 

I giggled like a silly idiot. Then my 
hands got all tangled up trying to shake 
hands with him. 

He shook my hand and looked longingly 
at me, just as though they were the two 
things he wished to do most in all the 
world, and I thrilled from my head to my 
toes. 

They took me to dinner with them, and 
then he let me drive his big roadster home. 
The next morning they came for me and 
drove me to New York, where we all had 
luncheon at the Biltmore. Then they took 
me to a matinee, and for dinner to a little 
Russian place way down on the East Side. 
Things like that had never happened to me 
before, and I just bubbled over with 
animation and joy. Uielé Dick laughed 


and Philip Ralston laughed—having the 
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Amazing new home-study method makes it 
easy to learn to make big-paying clever 
show cards. Great demand. No talent 
needed. Write for special offer and illus- 
trated Free book to Washington Show 
Card School, Room 965-D, 1115-15th St., 
N. Wa D. C. 


time of their lives, like two overgrown 
| schoolboys. And they treated me like one 
lof them, never failing to explain anything 
that caused them*to go into roars of 
| daughter. 

The next time Phil came up, Uncle Dick 
had a lot of work to do. Phil said he would 
much rather have me entertain him away. 
So we drove over the hills near town and 
had tea and luncheon in little inns in the 
|lower Catskills. He never mentioned his 
wife, and I just began to take it for granted 

|that she was one of those cold, superior 
types who didn’t undérstand his boyishness. 
Probably she made his whole life miserable ! 

I began going into New York to have 

tea or luncheon with him. My, what fun 
I had! How tender and sweet he was to 
me. He took me to strange places I had 
never before heard of, and he was always 
so considerate about getting me home on 
time. 


he WAS then that I began to lie to 
Mother. I don’t know why I did it, but 
I suppose#it was because I knew that I 
leved Philip. She didn’t know it, didn’t 
even suspect it then, and I’m sure she 
wouldn’t have thought a thing about my 
taking luncheon or tea with him. He was 
a friend of Uncle Dick’s, and Mother | 
thought that Uncle Dick was the most 
wonderful thing that ever lived. 

But my friends saw me and they began to 
|talk. I pretended that I didn’t even know 


what they were talking about, trigd to act | 


mysterious, and that made it all the worse. 
Then, oné week-end when Philip came up | 
to see Uncle Dick, it happened! He didn’t 
act like all the boys I had ever known when 
he tried to kiss me. He just waited until 
there was an opportune time and then it 
seemed the most natural thing in the world. 
He just touched me with his lips, smiling 
into my eyes until myelids went shut, and 
I clung to him. I couldn’t help it! 
| In a moment I was standing there before 


| him, my lips parted, my eyes afraid. Some- 


thing terrible had happened to me. I didn’t 
|know what. But the beauty of the night 
| seemed to blaze forth like a trumpet from 
| heaven, and there was a singing in my ears 
and in my heart, a singing like the far- 
away caroling of choir boys, sweet and 
clear. 

I put out my hands and he pressed me 
close to him, and ther we were walking up 
the path into the house. He gave me a little 
pat on the shoulder before we went in and 
then acted as though nothing had happened. 
As though my heart and brain weren't 
nearly bursting! 

The fiext week he and Uncle Dick left for 
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an expedition into the heart of the Congo. 
Africa seemed so far off; almost another 
world! They expected to be gone for 
three months, and during all that time I 
laughed at the rumors about, my running 
with a married man! 

Poor len! He raged and “stormed and 
finally refused even to speak to me when we 
met on the street. That hurt me, but Sake price, POT 
nothing could dull the happiness in my 2 m 2nd postage on arrival. 
heart, for every few weeks L had wonder ful 
letters from Phil, affectionate, sweet letters 
that I used to read until they were tattered 
and frayed 

Sometimes I went out with other boys, 
just enough so that Mother wouldn’t notice 
and remark about it. Lots of them would 
have been serious; only too glad to love 
and marry me if I had given them half a 
chance, but I froze them all out before they 
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even got started. 

The three months stretched to six and 
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FREIGHT 


You can 
buy all of 
the materials for a complete 
home direct from the manu- 
facturer and save four profits, on the 
lumber, millwork, hardware and labor. 


Living room, 
dining room, 
2 bedrooms, 
kitchen, bath. 
3 other plans 
in catalog. Very 
high grade lum- 
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Large living room 
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| while 


| ing 


for all our lives? TI must forget that. 

Some of my*girl friends were married 
Phil was away. How I loved to go 
to their weddings, closmg my eyes, imagin- 
the time when he and I would be 
standing there together. My, but wouldn't 
I be proud when that day came! 

I wondered why Phil and his wife had 
never got a divorce before. Anyone could 
see that they didn’t love each other, when 
they were always separated and he had to 
go out of his own home for love and 
affection and appreciation. Well, / would 
make it up to him, and I would love his 
children, too. There wouldn’t be anything 
petty and mean about mry love. 

It was winter time when they landed in 
New York. Mother wouldn't let me go 
down to meet their steamer, so I had to 
wait until Uncle Dick came home before 
I could even hear anything about Phil. 
Probably Phil had told Uncle Dick by this 
time and we would have the secret between4 
us, I thought. 


MET Uncle Dick at the traf# and flew 
into his arms, and he looked into my 
eyes and patted my cheek as though he un- 
derstood. He didknow! Iasked him about 
Phil in a voice that trembled with feeling. 
Uncle Dick looked at me queerly and said: 
“He took the first train to Philadelphia to 
see his wife and children!” 

At first a terrible feeling of jealousy 
swept over me. But when I got home and 
had timegto think the thingover, it was only 
natural that he would go to his children 
first. He couldn’t come rushing up to my 
house. But I did think that he might have 
telephoned me, or even written me a little 
note. 

All my fears and heartache were swept 
away the next day, though. He wrote mea 
sweet little note on the way to Philadelphia, 
saying he was going*to see me just as soon 
as he could get away. 

I answered it with a short note Saying 
that I had to see him soon. It was the 
closest I ever came to writing him a real 
love letter. 

I walked down town to mail the letter, 
nd on the way back I met Len. He pulled 
up alongside the curb and asked me if I 
wanted to go for a ride. I climbed in and 
we went up over Parson’s Hill, the wind 
whipping in our faces unfil I wanted to 
shriek with joy. Len put his hand over 
mine for a minute. 

“Gee, Mary,” he said, “I'd give anything 
in the world if I could only stop loving 
you!” 

What was there for me to say? I laughed 
and tried to make him talk about sofhething 
else, but he sat there staring into my eyes 
so tenderly and so pitifully. Then he 
gave a little laugh and we drove back homé. 
Dear Len * How much older he seemed now. 
I figuredghisgage quickly, two years older 
than—think Of it! Twenty-five! How 
the time had “flown since I had fifst known 
Phil—sweet, precious years! In another 
vear I would be twenty-two. Let me see! 
If a girl wasn’t married when she was 
twenty-five, they called her an old maid. 
Imagine! But the years did fly along so 
swiftly. 

I thought about it all the way home. Phil 
ought to be fair about it. He ought to start 
right now to get his divorce. The fifst 
thing we knew he would be forty and I 
would be thirty—not that the difference in 
our ages made any difference, but we were 
wasting precious years. 

The next morning Ann Morse phoned 
and asked me to go into New York with her, 
shopping. I did want to go, but I was 
afraid that Phil might telephone and then 
I would miss him. Then I thought, well, 
let him! It would teach him a lesson! 

So we took the noon train; had luncheon 
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o’clock we were both barely dragging our 
feet. We decided to go into the Biltmore 
for some tea. All day long I had searched 
for Phil, looking into men’s eyes until they 
turned about and stared after me. Maybe 
[ wouldn’t even know him if I saw him! 
Two years was a long time! 

We went into the tea-room and ordered 
some toast and pastry. Ann was rambling 
along about a dress she had seen in a shop 
on Fifty-seventh Street when I heard a 
bellboy paging “Mrs. Philip Ralston—Mrs. 
Ralston—Mrs. Philip Ralston.” I choked 
on a piece of toast in order to gain my com- 
posure, so that Ann wouldn’t know why I 
suddenly went white and crimson, burning 
like fire, trembling with a chill—all faint 
and dizzy and funny feeling. 

Then, I don’t know where the idea came 
from, I decided I would go to see her, tell 
her that she was holding Philip from me, 
from happiness and real love. Oh, it was 
all desperately idiotic, but I was so sericus 
about it—and I did love him, adore him. 

I asked Ann if she would mind waiting 
while I phoned. She nodded, and I was 
across the room almost walking in a trance. 
This would be the time to settle it. They 
could come to some arrangement about the 
children, Anything would be satisfactory 
to me. 

I went to the information desk and got 
her room number. I asked for Mrs. Philip 
Ralston and wondered at the time where 
Philip could be—probably in Philadelphia, 
or even on his way up to my house! 

A soft, sweet voice answered the phone. 
I told her I was Mary Evers, Richard 
Matthews’ niece. She said, “Oh, my dear, 
come up at once.” 


WAS hot and cold all over, and a little 

breathless when she opened the door. 
She smiled the most radiant smile and put 
out her hand to greet me. I gasped at her 
beauty and charm. That was the first 
shock. Then I heard her saying, “I’ve-heard 
so much about you from Phil and your 
Uncle Dick——” 

“They told you?” I gasped. I was all 
tangled up and hardly able to speak. 

“So many nice things,” she ariswered. 
“We'll have some tea.’ 

I shook my head and told her there was a 
girl waiting down-stairs for me. Then I 
took a quick breath and plunged—where 
anyone but a fool would have feared to 
tread. 

“T’ve—I've come to ask you to let Philip 
go!” 

She looked into my eyes, a puzzled ex- 
pression on her face, and sank into a chair. 
Oh, did I have to make it any plainer. If 
he had told her, did I have to humiliate 
myself? Then I began again: 

“He loves me, and I love him. It isn’t 
fair of you to hold him, to keep him when 
he wants to be free.” 

She came over beside me and led me to 
a chair in the corner of the sitting-room. 

saw her glance toward a closed door 
that I imagined led into her bedroom. She 
put a hand on my arm and sat looking into 
my eyes for what seemed ages. There were 
lines in her face now, lines that hadn’t been 
there when she opened the door to me. She 
shook her head a little sadly and asked: 

“Has he told you that he wants to be 
free from me?” 

I shook my head, and she continued. 
“Has he told you that he loves you?” I 
racked my brain. Had he? I couldn't 
think. 

Then she went on quietly and so patiently. 

“Why do you think he loves you?” 

“Because he has come to see me and 
written to me for three years, and—and, 
oh, how does any girl know that a man 
loves her? Didn't you know when he first 
loved you?” 

“Yes, my dear, I did. And I know that 
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he still loves me more than anything in the 
world; that all of his goodness:and fineness 
is given to me and to no one else. He has 
other friends beside you, my dear. He 
always will have them. You see,.he is a 
man, and in ‘spite of general belief to the 
contrary, a man hates to grow old even more 
than a woman. His young friends keep him 
young. He likes their admiration and the 
light that comes in their eyes when he tells 
them about, his expeditions. 

“Philip told*me about you a hundred 
times, even. talked about you before’ he 
knew you———” 

I was losing: control of .myself as she 
talked on so quietly, and so evenly. ‘Her 
very confidence in him maddened me and_I 


|-wanted to scream that he -was:mine; that 


| she lied; that she was just tricking me’ to 


| 


hold him. 

I heard. myself talking, my: voice rising 
higher and higher. I got to my: feet and 
stood before her. I don’t know what I 
said, only that I loved him, and he was 
mine, and | would have him. 

Then I saw her gaze go over my shoulder, 
and her eyes were filled with uncertainty 
and a little afraid. I stopped talking and 
swung about to follow her gaze. There, 
in a dressing-robe, a cigarette between his 
lips, stood Philip! How long I looked into 
his angry eyes I don’t know, but in a 
moment I heard his voice saying: 

“My wife is right, Team. I do love her, 
adore her. You had no reason to come here 
with such a demand. I have given you no 
reason even to believe that I cared for you 
except as a friend. My wife has known 
that we had luncheons and tea together, 
even that I wrote you. Why, Team, I 
wouldn’t hurt her for anything——” 

That was as far as he got. As far as 
I would let him. Something snapped in niy 
head and I burst into a torrent of ac- 
cusations : 


“EQUT you would hurt me! Let me go 

on thinking you cared for me, even 
loved me, never saying anything about your 
wife, leading me to believe that she was 
just the opposite of what she is—too good 
to live’in the same house with you! 

“You play a cunning game, more cunning 
than even a deceitful wife could play. You 
have your cake and you eat it, too. What 
about me? I gave up all of my friends, 
even the boy to whom I was engaged, to be 
true to you. Two years—wasted years— 
the best years of my life you’ve taken and 
held in the palm of your hand and played 
with them. You didn’t even have the 
courage to suggest anything wrong to me— 
just went along flattering your own vanity. 

“What do J have to show for the worship 
I've given you—years of wasted dreams!” 
My voice was rising until it became almost 
a scream. I wanted to tear at his calm, 
tantalizing face with my hands. I felt a 
hand on my arm, and I turned to look into 
his wife’s distressed eyes, She led me 
toward the door, gently and firmly, and in a 
moment I found myself out in the hall, 
sobbing as though my heart would break. 

I didn’t go back to look for Ann. 
couldn’t see anyone. I walkéd and walked 
until it was dark, and then I took a train 
home, sitting in the last seat in the last 
car. 

Some way I got up in my room without 
Mother knowing, and when she came in a 
little later I was in bed. I pretended to be 
asleep, and she didn’t try to awaken me. 

The trouble is, it doesn’t stop with me. 
There is Len, too. What of the years I 
have wasted for him—years that we might 
have had together. I know he loves me and 
always will. I know that a phone call 
would bring him tomorrow. But is that 
fair to him? But I love him.. I’m sure 
of it,—and I’m sure I’vé been fothing but 
a silly girl. So perhaps I'll phone him! 
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It’s an actual fact— 


Lew and Listerine simply do not get 
along together. And, peculiarly, the real 
importance of this fact was discovered by dan- 
druff sufferers themselves who persisted in writ- 
ing in to the makers of Listerine, urging that 
this use be advertised. 

Hundreds of letters, from women as well as 


men, are on file, making claims for Listerine 
much stronger even than the manufacturers of 


Listerine would care co make. So if yow are trou- 
bled with dandruff, you'll be glad to know that 
regular applications of Listerine, doused on c!-ar 
and massaged in will actually do the trick. 


It’s really wonderful how it invigorates, 
cleanses and refreshes the scalp. And how it 
brings out that luster and softness that women 
want—and men like. Try it yourself and see. 
— Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, U.S. A. 
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